Suzumiya Haruhi Volume Four. The
Disappearance of Suzumiya Haruhi
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Prologue

Prologue

It was a cold morning. So cold that it felt likeetivhole world would get neatly chipped up with
some nice crisp cracks if it were poked with anpa. Or better yet, | would lead the pack to
chip this freaking cold world up.

Nevertheless, it was just natural to be cold; it wenter now. Until the Cultural Festival about a
month ago, it had been so terribly hot. Then, @ssit turned December, the weather chilled
rapidly as if Mother Nature finally remembered, armv | experienced with this body of mine a
Japan that had no Autumn this year. Don't tell hag & certain somebody mixed up a business
prosperity rebus with a spell... That Siberian aifdsystem should just as well change its
course. There is no need for it to come down eyeay like that.

Had the Earth's revolution period gone crazy? Whilgalked, giving sincere concern to Mother
Nature's health, | heard "Yo, Kyon!"

A frivolous guy ran up to me to pat my shouldeaihelium-light manner. It was too much of a
chore to stop my tracks, so | just turned my headtds him.

"Yo, Taniguchi," | replied, turned to face forwasdce again, and disdainfully gazed at the
summit of the distant high hill. We commute up tsiigpe every day, so why can't they go easy
on us during physical education lessons? All thesygal education teachers, like Okabe our
class teacher, should be more concerned aboututiends who have to hike in order to
commute every day. The teachers go by car, if | paagt out.

"Why are you talking like an old coot? Stride wéhorisk pace! This is great exercise! It warms
you up, doesn't it? Here, look at me, I'm not ewearing a sweater. Summer is the worst, but
this season is just great for me!"

It's fine to be so freaking high-spirited, but whatour basis? Share some of that with me.

Taniguchi's never-closing mouth twisted into a smil

"The term-end tests are over! Thanks to that, wisres learning for this year. Don't you think
that's way more spectacular than what's comingZoon

The term-end tests fell indiscriminately on alldgats in this school, and ended just as
indiscriminately. The only difference, if anythingas probably the number scribbled on the
graded answer papers that were returned to students

| recalled Mom's expression when she started wagrgbout my impending cram school, and
my mood sunk. When we enter eleventh grade nex gaaclass will be divided according to



our preferred college. The arts course track osthence course track? Public college or private
college? The choices made my head spin.

"Who cares about that?" Taniguchi laughed awayef@tare more important things to worry
about, you know. Do you know what today is?"

"December 17th," | replied. "What about it?"

"What a dumb response! You don't even remembespbeial day next week which will set your
heart flying?"

"Oh | see." | realized the right answer now. "Eridesm ceremony. The winter break is
definitely worth the wait."

However, Taniguchi shot a glance at me like a savathal encountering a wildfire. "You're not
serious, are you? The date in one week! Think! &itver should pop up like that!"

"Hmm..."

| snorted and drew out a cloud of white breath.

December 24.

I knew, all right. | had already foreseen a cersmmebody brewing an evil plot or hoax for next
week. Even if everyone missed this, the truth negeaped my eyes. The person who spotted
such events even quicker than me just sat thehéndene. She had been lamenting missing the
chance at Halloween last month, and there was obtdihe would strike this time.

Well, to be honest, | already knew exactly whatwhs going to do.

Yesterday in the clubroom, Suzumiya Haruhi hacast made the following announcement...

"Does anyone have plans for Christmas Eve?"

Haruhi, who threw her bag in as soon as she cltsedoor, looked at us contemptuously with
sparkling eyes like the three stars of Orion.

The tone resounded with the unsaid implication, i ¢annot possibly have any plans. | know
this; that's crystal clear, right?" She would uslea blizzard if anyone admitted to having prior
plans.

At that moment, Koizumi and | were playing a TRPAGahina, wearing her maid costume as if
it were gradually becoming her normal wear, heldiads up in front of the electric stove.
Nagato was reading the latest science fiction fwarelc moving only her finger and eyes.



Haruhi placed a big handbag she brought along hathschoolbag on the floor, and walked
towards me. Sticking her chest up, she looked datwne and proclaimed,

"Kyon, I know you don't have any plans whatsoeVéere's no need to ask, but I'd feel bad if |
didn't confirm it anyway, thus my question."

A smile like that of the world's most famous caswadzawn across her face. Giving the dice | was
about to throw to Koizumi, who was smiling consporally, | turned to face Haruhi.

"What if | do have plans? Answer that first."
"So that means you don't have any!"

Nodding self-indulgently, Haruhi took her eyes wi¢. Hey, stop for a moment! | still haven't
answered your question! ...Well, it's not as iSthvas the only time | had no plans.

"Koizumi, are you going to be on a date with youlfgend?"
"How pleasant it would be if that were the case!"

Shaking the die on his palm, Koizumi gave a dragrsigh. It was in fact deliberate, and stank
strongly of insincerity.

"Whether it should be considered fortune or misfiogt, my schedule before and after Christmas
is void and empty. | have been twisting and turratane, worrying about how | should spend
the time."

That smiling handsome face of his just spelledldAR. However, Haruhi drank in his story
without a doubt.

"No worries! It's the greatest of all blessings!"

Then Haruhi set sail towards the maiden maid.

"Mikuru-chan, how about you? Did anybody invite yaut 'to see the moment when rain turns to
snow in the middle of the night?' By the way, iluyiind anybody telling you this load of crap

with a straight face, just beat the crap out of.him

Staring at Haruhi with big, wide-open eyes, Asahowked taken aback by this sudden cross-
examination.

"Well, | guess so. For the moment there is nothirigh, middle of the night...? Ah... anyway, let
me get you some tea..."

"Volcano hot, please! The herb tea from some tigewas really fabulous,"



Haruhi put down her order.
"Y--Yes! It won't take a minute."

Asahina put the kettle on the portable gas stotle abeaming face. Was making tea really that
much fun?

Nodding along in satisfaction, Haruhi turned to Aiagat last.
"Yuki?"

“No."

Nagato gave a short reply without lifting her hegdfrom the pages.
"There you go."

Ending the straightforward chirping conversatioayithi faced me again with an arrogant smile.
| looked at Nagato's pale face, her full attentmthe book as if the conversation had nothing to
do with her, and thought to myself, she might all 8a&ve her breath on such witty repartee. At
least take some time to pretend to remember ydedsde!

Haruhi held up a hand.

"The motion for a SOS Brigade Christmas party issthassed unanimously. If there are
alternatives or objections, please hand them ar #fie party. If | need to read them, I'll read
them."

In other words, it was the well-known situation eragain: her words would not be taken back
once they were said, no matter what. It was litgjakt a gesture, but when compared to half a
year ago, Haruhi asking everyone's plans couldhbsidered an improvement. Well, it'd even be
better if she asked for everybody's opinions irgstefaheir plans.

With a face brimming with satisfaction that eveigthwent as expected, Haruhi stuck her hand
into her handbag on the floor.

"By the way, nobody can come unprepared for a selle® Christmas, right? So | bought a few
items. The right way to spend the season startsmitod-creating gadgets!"

Out of the bag came spray-on snow, gold and siaas, crackers, a miniature tree, reindeer
plushies, white cotton, Christmas lights, wreathed;and-green banners, a tapestry of the Alps,
wind-up snowmen, thick candle stands, huge Christstackings that could hold a
kindergartener, CDs of Christmas songs...

With a smiling face like a neighborhood big sigteat gives children candy, Haruhi neatly
placed the various Christmas-related items onghketone by one.



"l will inject festivity into this nondescript roonThe introductory step towards enjoying
Christmas proactively and positively starts witip@grance. Didn't you guys do the same thing
when you were little?"

No matter whether | did do that or not, my sistesam would definitely be well decorated for
Christmas some days later. Mom will probably fomoe to help decorate again this year. By the
way, my sister, who's turning eleven and going thwfifth grade this year, seems to still
believe in Santa Claus somehow. She's not awarg/ gfarents' cover-up job, which | happened
to figure out long ago at the beginning of my life.

"Learn from your sister's innocent heart! One nstigtt by believing in a dream. Otherwise, even
the attainable will be out of reach. Nobody wins kbttery without buying a ticket, you know.
You might wish for someone to give you a winningdoy ticket worth a million dollars, but that
won't happen!"

Haruhi, howling in delight with unparalleled skilbok out a triangular party hat and put it on
her head.

"When in Rome, do as the Romans do. When in agé]l#ollow the village rules. Christmas
also has its own rules to follow. That's why thare not many people who would celebrate a
birthday in a bad mood. Hey, even Mister Christ ldalefinitely rejoice seeing us having fun!"

There have been many theories related to the dfir@hrist, as even the year he was born is
shrouded in mystery. But again, I'm not dumb endogiecite all the theories while being
oblivious to the atmosphere. Moreover, on heariag there's multiple suggested dates for the
birth of Christ, Haruhi would certainly blurt olVell, then make each one of them Christmas!"
and we would end up bringing out the tree manydiech year. It would only be a fuss if we
overrule the beginning of A.D; there is no helpifoWhether it is the Roman calendar or the
ancient Babylonian calendar, it is just means tblsiman matters. For the heavenly bodies that
silently revolve in the vast universe these matieesnothing to be concerned about, and they
will continue doing their thing until the end ofeih lives. Oh, how wonderful the universe is!

My youthful spirit was tickled instinctively by theecrets of the Great Universe, but Haruhi
didn't give a damn about my dreams. Like a pandausrastically improving a room's decor,
Haruhi rolled around putting small Christmas detiores on all corners of the room, putting a
triangular hat even on the reading Nagato, and henmgthe words "Merry Xmas!" on the glass
windows using her snow spray.

That's fine, but from the outside the words wowdockwards, you know?

While Haruhi concentrated on her activities, Asaksian toddled towards us like a nutcracker
doll, carrying a plate of teacups.

"Suzumiya-saaaan, tea is ready."



Asahina-san's appearance, with her maid-style smds still heavenly today, sending fresh
enrichment into my heart no matter how many time®ked. Even after meeting her tragic fate
nearly every time Haruhi said something, Asahinassemed to be comfortable with the
Christmas party this time. Compared to giving dygrs in a bunny suit or appearing in movies
wearing sexually harassing costumes, it would beieh more refined fun to enjoy a party
everyone in the Brigade could cuddle in.

But, will it really be just that?

"Thank you, Mikuru-chan."

Haruhi took the cup in high spirits, and stood ¢hgulping down the herb tea. Asahina-san
watched with an innocent smile.

Haruhi drank up all the hot liquid in a few seconaisd the smile on her face grew twice as wide
as before.

A bad omen. That's the smile she has when shaldrliof something down-and-dirty. After a
long time by her side, even | could spot it.

The problem was...

"Marvelous taste, Mikuru-chan. It cannot be cabegift of gratitude, but I'd like to give you
your present a little early."

"Oh, really?"
The dainty maid fluttered her eyelids.

"It's true. So true, that there's no truth abov#t'# as true as the moon revolving around the
earth, and the earth revolving around the sun. ivight not believe Galileo, but believe me!"

"Uh, y-y-yes."

Haruhi reached into her bag once again.

Detecting a sense and turning my head around, egeeto-eye with Koizumi, who gave a shrug
and a faint forced smile. I'd like to snap on honlbeing so vague, but | somehow got it. He
hadn't joined the Haruhi bunch for over half a yleamothing, and it'd be strange if he couldn't
guess what would happen next.

Yes, | thought.

The problem was that there isn't a person or meeliici the world that can cure Haruhi's whims.
I would grant the highest honors to whoever woulgeit that, personally.



"Da-daaan!"

With a childish sound effect, Haruhi took out thstlChristmas item from the bottom of the bag.
And that was...

"That... that is..."

Asahina-san retreated reflexively, and Haruhi @ooéd with the expression of an aged mage
passing her beloved staff to her disciple.

"Santa, that's it! Santa! Doesn't that fit likelavg! It goes without saying; you can't highlight
this time of the year without a season-specifi¢ibuthere you go! I'll help you change.”

Closing gradually in on the retreating Asahina-$4aruhi unfolded in her hands -- a Santa Claus
costume, no doubt.

Then, Koizumi and | were thrown out of the clubrg@nd could only imagine Haruhi
conducting Asahina-san's costume-changing scevern

"Eh" "Ah" "Ughh" The mournful faint cries bombardete with unwanted images, and made me
imagine that | could somehow see through the ddkay, the time had probably come for me to
really go nuts as well.

After quite a stretch of time immersing himseltie imaginary tale, Koizumi struck up a
conversation, perhaps to kill time. "I feel soroy Asahina-san."”

The guy with too much good looks and good manresasdd against the wall with his hands
folded.

"It makes my heart at ease when | see Suzumiyaigaring herself. It pains me most when
Suzumiya-san looks annoyed."”

"Because a strange space is created whenever ish@aisd?"

Throwing his bangs up using one index finger, Ipdied,

"Yes, because of that as well. Nothing scares rdam@npartners more than the existence of
Sealed Realities and Avatars. It might look easyeal with, but it really is hard work. | thank
my lucky stars that since this spring, the freqyesfooccurrences has gradually been

decreasing."

"Which means it still happens from time to time?"



"Rarely. Recently it only happens from midnighstorise, when Suzumiya-san is asleep. Most
likely when she has bad dreams, she creates SRabdilies subconsciously."

"She's a troublemaker, whether she's asleep oredivak
"Not at all!"

It was a sharp snap for Koizumi, and | was honesstlttle shocked. Koizumi put away his
smile, and gave me a long hard look.

"l guess you do not know what Suzumiya-san washidere she entered high school. From
three years ago when we started our observatitretbme she entered high school, it was
unimaginable that she would laugh so happily edeny It all started when she met you -- no, to
be exact, when you two returned from the SealeditRe8uzumiya-san's psyche has stabilized a
lot, it's incomparable to how it was in junior high

| returned Koizumi's stare without a word, asdftie defeated if my eyes wandered off.

"Suzumiya-san is obviously changing. In a gooddio®, | might add. Our desire is to keep this
situation going, and | believe the same goes for Yo her now, the SOS Brigade is an
indispensable gathering. Here she can find youcahdind Asahina-san, Nagato-san is
essential, and pardon my conceit, but | guess &lam All of us nearly became one heart and
one flesh."

Now that's just your logic.

"That's true. However, it doesn't sound bad, dtieBo you want to see Haruhi setting her
Avatars loose hour by hour? Excuse me, but ititaody not a good hobby."

That's not my hobby, and | won't consider turninigtio one. | need to state this clearly!
Koizumi flipped his expressions, returning to hssial ambiguous smile.

"l am relieved to hear that. Speaking of chandesy aire not limited to Suzumiya; we all are
changing. That includes you, Asahina-san, and mdps Nagato-san as well. Besides
Suzumiya, everybody will more or less change thwaiy of thinking."

| backed away. Not because | got hit on the spdidii't take any of it personally, so | did not get
hit figuratively. What | found surprising was thhts guy had also noticed Nagato changing, bit
by bit. The cheating baseball game, the Tanabatssganned three years, the cave cricket
eradication, the murder drama on the isolated dsldre looping summer break... As we were
buzzing around doing this and that, Nagato's lichgestures and attitudes had tiny, but definite
changes. A far cry from our first meeting at theetature Club, which was the beginning of
everything. It was no illusion. | observed with sy#&e hand-made telescopes. Now that |
thought about it, that girl had already seemedttla btrange, even on the isolated island. Even at
the public pool. Even at the Obon Festival Dande $howed even stranger behaviors when she



was forced into the role of a mage for the mowve the computer game battle against the
Computer Society..

But, isn't that good? Haruhi's changes are great, Ilthink Nagato's are more important!

"For the sake of world peace," Koizumi said witbnaile, "organizing a Christmas party is a
cheap price to pay. Furthermore, if it turns oubédfun, | find no reason to complain!"

Just as | became somehow offended that | coulfimba line to retort, the door sprang open
suddenly.

"There you go!"

The door opened inwards, and naturally 1, puttingweight against the door, fell clumsily on
my back with a loud thud.

"Hiehh!?"

The voice was neither mine nor Haruhi's, but Asafsan's, and the voice came from above. In
other words, lying on my back looking towards tledicg, | saw not the ceiling but something
else.

"Hey, Kyon! Don't peep!" That'd be Haruhi.

"Hwa, ahh..." And that'd be Asahina-san, who waspetely off guard as she cried and jumped
backwards. | swear to the myriad of deities, | asay her legs!

"What are you lying there waiting for? Get the hail"
Grabbed by the collar by Haruhi, | eventually maethtp stand up.

"You peeping Kyon! Trying to peep on Mikuru-chantederwear? You are two-million-five-
thousand-six-hundred years behind! That was deltberight? RIGHT!?"

It was your fault, opening the door without givimgignal. It was an accident. An accident,
Asahina-sant- The words were on my lips, but then my eyesawkawn elsewher&Vvho is
asking what again?

"Wawa..."

There was nothing in my eyes but Asahina-san, stgnlith a brush of pink on her cheeks.
Red clothing with white lining. A red hat with auffy ball at the end... wearing only those,

Asahina-san grabbed her short skirt with both haad looked intently at me with curiously
teary eyes filled with embarrassment.



That had to be Santa, perfect from all angles, aoglele and without fault. That had to be
Asahina-san's true identity at that moment -- ttanddaughter of a senile Santa who had
secretly transferred the family estate to her.

Upon being told this, 80% of people would fall forMy sister would definitely be one of the
80%. No doubt.

"Just fantastic." It was Koizumi expressing hisropns. "My apologies, but | could only come
up with hackneyed expressions. Yes, it suits yoy well. Definitely."

"I knew it!"

Haruhi cuddled on Asahina-san's shoulders, andediber cheeks against the eye-rolling
Asahina-san's face.

"Isn't she super adorably cute? Mikuru-chan, beenconfident in yourself! From now until the
Christmas Party, you will be the SOS Brigade's &&taus! You have all the qualifications for
this!"

Asahina-san panted pitifully. However, this timertttd was correct. Nobody would refute that, |
thought to myself. As | turned to Nagato, unsuipgly, the petite, short-haired, silent girl just
continued her reading.

She was still wearing her triangular hat.

After that, Haruhi lined us up in a row, and staodront.

"Understood? In these times, it's not okay to absendedly follow any Santa you see on the
street. They're fakes. The real one only existpertial places on the earth. Mikuru-chan, you
need to be extra careful! Don't get stuff easibnfra Santa you don't know. Don't nod to
whatever they say."

Not good advice, after you coerced Asahina-sanleiog a fake Santa.

Don't tell me that this girl, despite her age, kel my sister, still believes in that elderly fai
who's in the business of international volunteerivgll, it is the same girl who hung wish
messages to Orihime and Hikoboshi, so it's not Bajide. However, | just kept my doubts to
myself. | mean, hey, Saint Asahina had revealesgdtien this room! There it was, a fake that
surpassed the real thing. What more could you faishIf one wished for anything more,
complaints would come from any of the three Scaadanm countries.

| was pondering on the source of capital withinghadow of this sluggish old man working
only once a year.



"Hey, Kyon. The idea of having a grand Christmagypia good in itself. This year the idea
came too late, so it can only be for Christ's lieth But next year we have to include birthday
parties for the Buddha and Mohammad. It wouldnfaeotherwise!"

Why not throw in the birthdays for founders of Mamaeism and Zoroastrianism? Watching this
bunch of unbelieving lads celebrating, these figurého should be above the clouds by now,
can do nothing but force a laugh. Well, Haruhi vitegaing all this to celebrate anyway; she just
wanted an excuse to make a fuss, so | guess isexgnHowever, if someone is going to
receive divine punishment, please place the blastetysupon Haruhi. My role as her
accomplice was really small, you know.

In that situation, to which deity should | make excuse? | was pondering this as Haruhi settled
in the Brigade leader's seat and gave me a scaglafute.

"What would be nice? Hotpot? Sukiyaki? Crab is annol can't take it. Picking the flesh out of
the shell drives me nuts. Why can't crabs make #ietlls edible? How come they didn't do
anything about that during the course of evolutmaight | ask?"

That's exactly why they evolved shells! They dordergo natural selection in the depths of the
sea just for the sake of your stomach!

Koizumi raised his hand and spoke up.

"Then we must book a place in advance. The holislapproaching, and everywhere will be
fully booked if we don't hurry."

Well | just don't think I'm inclined to go to placke recommends. Maybe the nuthead shop
owner will pop up in the middle of dinner and stag®ther murder comedy beyond everyone's
wildest expectations.

"Oh, no need to worry about that."

As if she had the same impression that | did, Hashbok her head with a smiling face. But this
was what she said next:

"I'm having it here. The necessary hardware isadiyéhere. The only thing left is the food. Let's
see... Better bring a rice cooker. By the way, labtas strictly prohibited, since | have vowed in
my heart that, for my whole life, 1 will not dririk.

I'd rather have you vow something elsBut another point came first that could not be
dismissed without consideration. "Having it here@oked around the room.

The room already had a pot and a portable stowdyyead there was even a fridge here. Haruhi
brought everything in during the dawn of the SOg&ie, but don't tell me that they were all
for the sake of this day! Till now, the portablewa had been useful in helping Asahina-san
serve real tea. But at school, and in such anmdidshabby clubroom block, was it really a good



idea to cook in the first place? It isn't wisegoare this. An open flame is prohibited in this
building!

"It'll be fine."

Undeterred, Haruhi beamed like a culinary prodignowomehow had solid skills without even a
cooking license.

"In this case, it's more fun to hide. If the studewsuncil or one the teachers bust in, I'll show
them my spectacular hotpot preparation. This igpthe: wait till then, and they will be so
overwhelmed by the delicacy that they will teafudrant special approval for our party!
Flawless! Perfect!"

Though being scornful to anything bothersome, Hacabld do anything well if she had to do it.
So | guessed her cooking expertise definitely liupdo her words. But a hotpot? When had it
been decided? The conversation had went up todimé when crab was decided to be no good,

but she pretended to collect opinions and thenenigideached the conclusion herself -- well it's
not as if this was the first time. Forgive, andgfetr..

And so, that's what happened yesterday. As | talsiguchi a short version of this, we arrived at
our school.

"Christmas Party..."
When we passed through the school gate, Taniguahistil having trouble hiding his laughter.

"Those are definitely Suzumiya's trademark actiédnlsotpot party in the clubroom. Well, make
sure that the teachers don't find out! It'd tuio imouble again if they did."

"Are you coming, then?"

Due to what we had discussed earlier, | tried wtenhim. If it were Taniguchi, even Haruhi
probably wouldn't mind. He, Kunikida and Tsuruya+$@ad become the Filler Trio whenever we
had a problem finding people.

However, Taniguchi shook his head.

"l am so sorry, Kyon. That day, | have no sparetfor messing around eating some dumb
hotpot! Wuahaha"

What on earth is that disgusting laugh about?



"Listen: gathering a group of strange pals and poknto a hotpot in a Christmas Party is only
for unpopular geeks. | am very sorry, but | hawkrny farewell to the group.”

Are you for real?

"Well, think of me as exactly the one beyond youagination. | have already crafted a red heart
mark on the 24th of my schedule! My apologies. MJARTFELT apologies. | am SO, SOO
SOOOORRY!

What the hell is going on? How come that dumbassgliahi can land himself a girlfriend,
while I'm playing mysterious games with Haruhi &ne others in the SOS Brigade?

"Who is she?"
| asked, trying as hard as | could to not soundoayn
"A tenth grader from Kouyouen. A safe bet isnt it?

Kouyouen Academy. The all-girls high school nexthe station down the hill. It is located
exactly at the starting point of our excruciatinkeh so it is a common morning scene to see the
Daimyo's Parade of girls wearing black blazerdhag uniform. The school is famous for its
classy ladies, but even more enviable is that tftegot need to walk the murderous slope. No, |
wasn't jealous of Taniguchi at all.

"What's the problem? You have Haruhi already! HotpAnd she's making it, right? Hotpot as a
self-made cuisine does sound a little dumb andgteane, but I'm sure it'll fill you up. I'm
jealous, Kyon!"

That bastard. He brought up Christmas Eve jusatiefy his desire to show off?

"Hmm, | guess it is about time to decide on sonit@irplans for where and how to spend the
time. | am so troubled!"

| was losing my spirit, and my words.

After school, nothing special happened. Koizumi Bnere chased around the clubroom putting
up the new decorations Haruhi had brought. Haralieggcommands and pointed around with her
finger. Asahina-san, clad in a Santa outfit, waseo&cum-tea-server. And today, Nagato was
reading a hardcover book... while, once again, ingdhe triangular hat on her head.

Then came the end of the day. The hotpot's contests still undecided. The only decision in
the meantime was that | would be assigned as tiieicand sent outside for shopping. What on
earth would that hotpot be? I'd rather not havetlupk, with its smell of sinister schemes.



This is too long for a prologue. However, the abmadly is just a prologue, nothing else. The
real action comes from this point onwards, startirgnext day. It might have started tonight,
but it doesn't really matter.

The next day was December 18, when even the mountaezes were frozen. That day, | was
thrown into the abyss of fear.

Let me say this in advance: it was no laughing enatt

Chapter 1

Chapter 1

In the morning, | woke up under my sister's usiiérkblanket-strip-away move, together with
the tri-colored cat that wrapped itself in the ldainbeside me. This is my sister, the early-
morning assassin who carried out Mom's orders wllytif

"Mom said you should eat some breakfast properly."

Smiling, my sister held up the grudging cat frora bed with both arms, and brushed her nose
against the back of its ears.

"Shami too! Time to eat!"

Shamisen, who had become our house pet after ther&u-estival, yawned with a blank face
and licked its front paw. The originally-talkatitteé-colored male cat had completely lost its
voice, and established its status in our home aslyne pet. It had become a nondescript cat
found everywhere — as if | had hallucinated thet tat had ever spoken in human language,
now that | thought about it. The cat is great aatfastidious: its purrs are seldom, close to
absent, as if it has forgotten cat language alaitig lwman language. Somehow it made my
room its bed, and thus grew silent to the frequeapping by of my sister, who is avid in taking
care of Shamisen.

"Shamiiii, Shamiiii. It is time to eat!"
Singing with lyrics that didn't match the rhythmy sister exited the room while hugging the cat

with apparent effort. Getting goose bumps fromdblel morning air, | glared down at the clock
face for a short time. Finally | struggled up, atb@mng the lingering affection for my warm bed.



Afterwards, | changed, washed, went down to thendiroom, gulped down breakfast in five
minutes, and exited the doorway much earlier thgrsister. Today the weather was cold again,
in good progress.

Until now, everything had proceeded normally.

| was climbing the usual slope when the familiackbaf-the-head was within sight. The figure
ten meters or so in front of me was Taniguchi, aold. Usually, this guy gleefully bounces and
jumps up the hiking path, but today he was defipiealking slowly. After a moment, | caught
up with him.

"Hey, Taniguchi!"

It would be nice to take the initiative to pat hom the shoulder from time to time, | thought to
myself, and did exactly that.

"...Hmm, Kyon?"
The voice was surely muffled. Of course; Tanigueghs wearing a white mask.
"What's up? Got a cold?"

"Eh...?" Taniguchi looked worn out. "A cold, as yman see. To be honest, | would rather take
absence, but my old man was noisy about it."

He was so full of energy yesterday, but then sulydeaught a cold, | saw.

"What the hell? | was also feeling unwell yestetd&ough cough*"

Okay, don't mess up my pace, just because | waaagostomed to seeing Taniguchi coughing
and looking weak. But was he already close to bsicigyesterday? | could only see the
scatterbrain as usual.

"Hmm... Really? | did not intend to look well."

Taniguchi tilted his head, and | gave a spitefulesm

"You had been piping merrily about your Christmag Bate, hadn't you? Well, get well
quickly, before the date! Such a chance rarelyts/igpur door, you know!"

However, Taniguchi tilted his head even more.

"Date? What the hell? Idiot. | have no plans fori€timas Eve!"



The "What?" question should have come from me. Whppened to his girlfriend at Kouyouen
Girls High? Did he get dumped just last night?

"Hey, Kyon, what the hell are you talking abouthbw nothing of this!"

Taniguchi grumpily shut his mouth, and turned tdkwarward again. Every cold symptom
seemed to be in effect, and his frailty did noklpoetended. Moreover, judging from his
condition, his date plans were surely toast, andd@d just as surely be exhausted. With his
pompous claims beforehand, it was definitely te@his heart apart just to meet me face to face.
| see, | see.

"Don't look so grim!"

| pushed Taniguchi's back.

"Why not join the Hotpot Party? We can still coyotu in now!"

"What hotpot? What party are you talking about®n'tiremember hearing such a thing..."

Oh, really? The shock was so great that whatesaidl would fall on deaf ears for quite some
time, | guessed. Let me be the one holding his hiaewl. Everything would be solved by the vast
never-ending flow of time. | would not mention timatter anymore, | promise.

Taniguchi continued to drag himself up, and | asotinued my climb slowly besides him.

It was still impossible for me to notice at thatment.

| was caught off guard: the cold had turned intepidemic within Class 1-5 without me
noticing. | got into the classroom just before liedl rang, but there were still a couple of empty
seats, and one fifth of the whole class had catlghtvhite mask fad. The only explanation was
that all of them had double booked their cold'sibation period and onset period.

| was even more surprised to find that the seat tighind me had been unoccupied since the
first lesson.

"This is unbelievable..."

Was Haruhi taking sick leave? Was the cold thatyrasd rampant this year? It is unbelievable
that there are pathogens that exist which are geots enough to invade her body, not to
mention how unbelievable it is that Haruhi can treck down by germs or viruses. The more
convincing explanation was that Haruhi was preggafan some new scheme she had just
thought of. Maybe there would be something elsélessa hotpot?



The classroom ambiance was bleak, and it was metuse there were no air-conditioners. A
sudden increase in absentees. It even lookedh&éotal population in Class 1-5 had somehow
dropped.

It was true that | could not feel the overwhelmprgsence of Haruhi from behind. But at the
same time, | also felt that the atmosphere hadgdwhmexplicably.

Then came the lessons | took idly, after which,ltimeh break smoothly followed.

As | was taking the stone cold lunchbox out of g Kunikida approached with his lunch in
one hand, and sat behind me.

"Seems like you are taking a break. Mind if | stéf"

Kunikida said as he was unwrapping his Tupperwam iits napkin. After becoming classmates
in high school, it turned into half a habit to hdwech with this guy. | searched for my other
lunch mate Taniguchi, but he was not in the classrgperhaps he went to the school cafeteria.
| turned my chair sideways.

"Somehow the cold has suddenly turned so populanK God I'm not infected, though."
"Hmm?"

Kunikida was putting his Tupperware carefully oe #pread out napkin and examining the
contents, and he returned a dumbfounded look aiMaeing his chopsticks like a crab with its

claws, Kunikida spoke.

"Symptoms of the cold spreading were already nakiteea week ago! It doesn’t look like the
flu, but it might be better if it were the flu. $mthere are specific remedies nowadays."

"A week ago?"

| stopped cutting up my spinach-laced omelet, aked again.

I could not think of anyone spreading the cold gethe same time last week. Nobody had been
absent, and nobody was coughing in lessons as fazaild remember. Everyone in Class 1-5
looked healthy, but could it be that the Devil aindent had been operating secretly outside my
sight?

"What? There were quite a few people absent. Dydnitnotice?"

| didn't at all. Was that for real?

"Sure it is. It turned increasingly worse from #tart of this week. Please don't isolate the whole
tenth grade though. Winter break would be chipdédtberwise, | bet."



Kunikida stuffed some more furikake rice into hisuth.

"Taniguchi had also been green to the gills theges.cHis father's principle was to cure ailment
by vigor, and he could not take leave unless migerature was over 40 degrees (Celsius). |
hope that he will be doing something before thel ggts worse."

| stopped my chopsticks.

"Kunikida. Sorry, but | thought Taniguchi starteeig almost dead today."

"Oh no, no way. He has been like that since thénparg of this week, hasn't he? He took a
break from yesterday's physical education time."

| was becoming increasingly confused.

Wait, Kunikida. What on earth are you talking alfbis far as | can remember, in yesterday's
physical education lesson, Taniguchi took on alfalbrival match with vigor, as if he was on
steroids. | could not be mistaken, as | was ingpeosing team, and repeatedly slide-tackled
him. | was not being resentful to Taniguchi's getta girlfriend, but if | had known what would
happen today | would probably have thought twideigetackling him.

"Are you sure? Really? That's strange!"

Kunikida tilted his head as he was picking outd¢hgots from the Kinpiragobou dish.

"Did | see it wrong?"

He said in an easy-going tone.

"Hmm, well we’ll see when Taniguchi comes back."”

What on earth has happened today? Taniguchi andkilanare talking as if they were behind
thick fog, and even Haruhi is absent! Don't tell that this is an omen for happenings that

trouble the whole human race except HartMy. usually nonexistent sixth sense began to sound
sirens, and strange creeps suddenly ran up thedbawk neck.

| was correct.

My gut feeling was not to be belittled. There wasdoubt that it was an omen. What my gut
feeling did not tell me was whom this would troubl&e whole human race except Harubhi...
well, not exactly. Surprisingly as it seems, onhggerson noticed and was troubled by this turn
of events. Except for this poor person, the efhitinman race was not at all troubled. It's because
there was no way they could perceive the beginafrigis incident itself. There's no way one



could perceive something outside of one's percepkoom their shoes, the world had not
changed at all.

So who was the troubled one?

The answer was apparent.

Me!

| stood dumbstruck within the confusion, and endpdeing left behind by the world.
Yes, | finally realized.

The lunch break of Dec 18.

The omen came in a physical form, and it openecldssroom door.

Wow! A couple of girls seating at the classroommfroear the door burst into shouts of joy. The
shouts were apparently from recognizing the clagsmvho just entered. From the gaps within
the loose group of sailor clothes, | caught a giepfthat personat the center of attention.
With a bag dangling in one harttiat person gave a smile to the approaching friends.

"Yes, I'm all right now. | felt much better righfter | took the injection at the hospital in the
morning. Having nothing to do at home, | figuredduld come back to school, even just for the
afternoon lessons."

A gentle smile answered the question if the cold een cured. Ending the short lively
conversation, with semi-long hair swayitigat person gradually... walked -- towards -- us.

"Oops, gotta go!"

Kunikida bit on his chopsticks and got up. For mejas as if my vocal cords' voicing abilities
had all been confiscated, or even as if | had fibegato suck in oxygen through respiration. |
merely stared d@hat person The flow of time seemed infinite, but in factedimad only walked
a few steps. When the footsteps finally stopplegt, personwas standing right next to me.
"What's wrong?"

While looking at me, she said hackneyed expressioasnystified tone.

"You look as if you've seen a ghost! Or is therensthing on my face?"

Then she turned to Kunikida, who was trying to tighyhis Tupperware.



"Oh, just let me hang my bag. Please continue yotir lunch. | already ate before | came.
During lunchtime, | will lend my seat to you."

Just as we were told, she hung her bag on the &oible desk's side, and turned her body
gracefully towards the ring of waiting friends.

"Wait."

| guess my voice must have turned shrill.

"Why are you here?"

That personturned around, and stabbed me with a cool glance.

"What do you mean? Is it strange that | am here@dOrou mean that it would be better if | were
out with a cold for longer? What exactly do you még that?"

"Not that. | don't care if you have a cold or étt that..."

"Kyon."

Kunikida poked my shoulders worriedly.

"You are so strange today! Kyon has been sayirgngé things all day.”
"Kunikida, don't you think of anything when you dbés person?"

Unable to withstand it anymore, | stood up and awith my finger tahat person, who was
looking at me as if she withessed an enigma.

"You also know who this is, don't you? This persbouldn't even be here!"

"...Kyon, how rude it is to forget your classmafase just because she took a brief leave! What
do you mean by that | should not be here? We hlaveeya been in the same class, haven't we?"

No way could | forget! This attempted murderer! Vel were to forget the face of a person
who would like to kill me, half a year was a littleo short.

"l see."
That personspread a smile across her face, as if she hathusght of a super prank.

"You took a nap after lunch didn't you? Are youesyou are not having a bad dream? That
should be it. Come on! Wake up!"



"You think so?" With a broad smile on her lovalded,that personturned to Kunikida for
agreement. She took the appearance of the girlevinesge had been etched into my brain and
could not be shrugged off.

Flashbacks of various images. A classroom baskedriset -- shadows extending on the floor --
walls without windows -- distorted space -- the Idileg of a knife -- a wisp of a smile -- sand-
like crystals that crumbled down...

Annihilated after defeat in her battle with Nagagbe was the original class representative, who
on the surface, had transferred to a school in @ana

Standing here was Asakura Ryouko.

"You'll be refreshed if you wash your face. Do ymve a handkerchief with you? | can lend you
mine."

Asakura put her hand into her skirt pocket, anpged her with my hand. Who would know if
she took out more than her handkerchief?

"No thanks. Rather, tell me what is happening. fahéng. In particular, tell me why you are
leaving your bag at Haruhi's seat? This isn’t ygeat, it's Haruhi's."

"Haruhi?"

Asakura knitted her eyebrows, and asked Kunikida.

"Who is Haruhi? Is there someone with such a niolef'

Kunikida returned an answer that ended all hope.

"Doesn’t ring a bell. Haruhi-san... How do you \erit?"

"Haruhi is Haruhi!"

I mumbled with a dazzling sensation.

"Have you all forgotten about Suzumiya Haruhi? Hmam you guys ever forget such a person?"
"Suzumiya Haruhi... Well, Kyon."

With a comforting voice, Kunikida slowly divulged.



"Such a person is not in our class! By the way;estine seating rearrangement earlier, this seat
has already been Asakura-san's. Are you confusidanother class? Hmm, | have never heard
of a Suzumiya before. Shouldn't be in the tentllgra’

"l don't have any idea either."

With the voice of a gentle cat, Asakura spoke aggfng me to receive treatment.

"Kunikida-kun, can you take a look inside my desit®he corner there should be a class name
book."

| snatched away the notebook that Kunikida took bfitst opened the page of Class 1-5 of the
First year, and ran my finger against the listidf games.

Saeki, Sakanaka, Suzuki, Seno...

Not a single name was between Suzuki and Senondime of Suzumiya Haruhi had
disappeared from the class name b&hko are you searching for? Such a girl does noheve
exist in the first placeThe page screamed out loud, and | closed the bawleand my eyes.
"...Kunikida, | have a request."

IIYeS?II

"Pinch me on the cheek. | want to wake up."

"Are you sure?"

He put his whole force in it. It was painful. Bullid not wake up. Opening my eyes, | could still
see Asakura standing there, curving her lips intara.

What on earth had happened?

| suddenly realized that we had become the ceffitstention in the class. The eyes were all
focused on me, as if they saw an aging stray daftgstiffered from canine distemper. Dammit!
Why? | did not say anything wrong!

"Dammit!"

| asked two questions repeatedly to the peoplernarone.

Where is Suzumiya Haruhi?

Didn't Asakura Ryouko transfer?

"Don't know."



"Nope, she didn't."

The answers | got did not smell good at all. Asnfcue, they affected me to the point of
dizziness and nausea. | could only support my lydyutting my hand on a nearby table. Some
part of my sanity seemed to be shattered.

Asakura put her hand on my wrist, and peered irdavorriedly. The sweet aroma from her hair
was like narcotics to me.

"Seems like you should go to the nurse's officeesehkinds of things can happen when you are
not feeling well. It must be so! Are you startirgdevelop a cold?"

No way!

I would like to scream out loud. | was not the sgra one! This situation was strange itself!
"Get your hands off me!"

| pushed away Asakura's hand, and ran for therdassexit. The slight unpleasant feeling on
my skin was seeping into my brain. The cold thakbrout all of a sudden, the gap in
conversation with Taniguchi, the disappearanceaHi's name on the name book, the
appearance of Asakura... What? Haruhi was gone®dyotemembered her? That couldn't be!
Wasn't this world revolving around that girl? Washat girl THE Blacklisted Character on the

Universal Scale?

On the verge of stumbling over, | pumped my legslhand stepped forth onto the hallway
almost on all fours.

The first thing that came to mind was Nagato's f&te would definitely explain the situation to
me. After all, it was Nagato Yuki, the silent buthmipotent alien android. Every single time she
would sort things out. It is no exaggeration thabuild survive thanks to Nagato.

| have Nagato!

And she would rescue a person like me from thensked situation!

Nagato's class was in sight. Without needing tq ramnrived a few seconds later. Unable to
think of anything, |1 opened the door and searcloedhe petite short-haired figure.

Not there.

But it was too soon to give up. In lunchtime shestrmyobably was in the clubroom reading
books. Even though she wasn't in the classroowpuld be unwise to conclude that even
Nagato had disappeared.



The next guy in mind was Koizumi. The literaturalroom, located in the old wing, was far
from here. The building was even beyond Asahinésaaventh grade classroom. It would be
faster to go to Class 1-9 one story below. Koizitsuki, just be there! In no other situation
would | want to see his all-smiley face even more.

I ran at a dogtrot along the hallway, jumped dola dtairs skipping three stair steps, and head
towards Class 1-9 at the corner of the school mgldvhile | was praying for that supernaturally
powered dude to be there.

Passed Class 1-7, passed Class 1-8, and therel®assuld...

"What? How come?"

| stopped, finally starting to realize, and checkede again the plates that hung out from the
wall. On the left of Class 1-8 was Class 1-7. Gnaright of Class 1-8 was...

Only the staircase landing leading to the emergestanys.
Nothing else. No trace of anything.

"Of all things who could imagine that...?"

Not to mention no Koizumi.

The entire class of 1-9 was gone.

| really had my hands tied now.

Who could have even imagined that the classroothédh existed yesterday would be gone
today? It wasn’t as if just a single person hadpiieared, the whole class had been erased, and
the building itself shrunk. No matter how rushed work was, it would be impossible to finish it
all in just one night. Where had all the Classde®ple gone?

The great shock had knocked loose my perceptidimef God knew how long | had frozen on
the spot there, before | regained consciousnesssiight jab in my back. In the cloud I heard
the voice of a biology teacher, who looked like @shmallow hugging some textbooks.

"What are you doing here? Lessons have startediriRé&d your classroom!”

I must have missed the chime signaling the entl@bteak. The hallway was already cleared of
people, and echoed only the raised voice of a tgdobim the Class 1-7 classroom.

| staggeringly started to move. The time for asgaimg the signs was up. Things had already
been set in motion. Those who should not haveexigppeared, and those who should exist



were gone. Exchanging Haruhi, Koizumi and all stuglén Class 1-9 for just Asakura was not
up to scale!

"What the hell?"
If I wasn’t going nuts, the world had gone nuts.
Who did that?

Was it you, Haruhi?

Thanks to all that, | heard absolutely nothing fribra afternoon lessons. All voices and sounds
slipped straight out of my mind, and all informatifailed to be implanted in my brain cells.
Before | noticed, even homeroom had finished, and had become after school.

| was frightened, not so much by Asakura who waibksiing with her mechanical pencil behind
me, but rather that both Haruhi and Koizumi wereatschool. Even seeking reconfirmation
from other people made me irritated beyond enderkits. "Doesn't ring a bell." Every time |
heard the line, | sank deeper into a bottomlessrgwawas not even recharged with enough
energy to get my butt out of my seat.

Taniguchi walked straight home with Kunikida, wiedt fa little anxious about me. Asakura left
the classroom in merry laughter with a couple ofsgShe took a look at me before she headed
out, a look showing sincere concern for a depreskEmgmate, and my head felt dizzy from it.
Fishy. All of them.

Nearly dragged behind by some guys for cleanup, ddityally managed to step out onto the
hallway, with my bag in one hand.

After all, this wasn't where | belonged after class

With a heavy heart | walked down the stairs andhed the first floor. Over there, a slit of light
appeared in front of my eyes, and | dashed off tde/d.

"Asahina-san!"
Could there be any merrier sight than that? Walkavegards me from the other side was my
goddess, my eye-stress relief medicine. What aginetd joy was the figure of Tsuruya-san

beside the glamorous baby-faced beauty. The ovémimg joy busted my sensibility afar.

-- | probably should have been a little more pruden



| rushed towards the two seniors with amazing spaed gripped hard the shoulder of Asahina-
san, who widened her eyes at me.

"He-eh!"

The shock was apparent on her face, but my mosttk@gpt on speaking.

"Haruhi is gone! Koizumi's class has turned int® Brifting Classroom! | haven't found Nagato
yet, but Asakura is here, and the school's becosteaage place itself! You're still my Asahina-
san, right!?"

Bang! It was the sound of Asahina-san's bag aridyiaghy set dropping onto the floor.

"Eh? Ah, he... Eh. Well...But..."

"So are you Asahina-san from the future?"

"...The future? What do you mean? And, pleasd¢.gdeof me."

The pit of my stomach cringed. Asahina-san lookedajust like a domesticated impala that
had seen a wild jaguar. Her eyes were clearlydfiléth fright, and that was what | feared most.

Just as | was shocked stiff, | felt my arm twistvapds. Upsetting cracks sounded from my
joints. Ouch!

"Wait a sec, young lad!"
Tsuruya-san grappled my arm using techniques frocreat martial arts.
"Stop jumping on people! Look, my Mikuru is shakiingm head to toe!"

The voice was laughing, but the glance from her eyes was sharp as a sword. | looked at Asahina-san. She
was definitely retreating with teary eyes.



The voice was laughing, but the glance from her eyes was sharp as a sword. | looked at Asahina-san. She
was definitely retreating with teary eyes.

"Are you a first-year from the Mikuru Fan Club? Téare procedures to everything, young lad.
Rushing things doesn't impress me."

The psychological chill | experienced so many tireeay ran down my spine.
"Tsuruya-san..." Still locked in a udegarami paositil wriggled out a sound.
Tsuruya-san looked me squarely in the face, asdre a complete stranger to her.
Tsuruya-san, you too...?

"Hey, how come you know me? By the way, who areilikuru's acquaintance?"

| saw something | least wanted to see. Cringingrsefisuruya-san, Asahina-san gave me a
closer look, and shook her head furiously.

"D...D...Don't know him at all. E..Eh. He must haenfused me with somebody else...”

Feeling as if | received the scorecard of compi@tare for this year, just when my tenth year
was drawing to a close, my eyes grew faint. | wdaddsilent to anyone attacking me with any
words, but Asahina-san's words were the biggestksttome, ever since my cousin, who | had a
crush on when | was young, eloped with another boy.

Surely | did not confuse her with anybody else alirng Asahina-san Asahina-san, unless this
Asahina-san was an Asahina-san from some other ting@h, | got it! There was one way to
find out whether this Asahina-san is actually trealina-san | knew, right?



"Asahina-san."

| pointed my free hand to my own chest. | can @aly | lost my mind. My mouth moved itself
with the following line,

"There should be a star-like birthmark somewheoga here on your chest. Do you have one?
If you are okay with it, let me check--"

I was hit with a full-force punch.
By Asahina-san’s fist.

Asahina-san, dumbfounded by the line | spurt awhed redder by the second. Tears welled in
her eyes, and in a slow, novice-like motion shateld a right straight punch to my face.
"...Urgh" a sobbing sound escaped from her threahe ran off.

"Hey, Mikuru! Ah, whatever. And you, young lad, kegour otaku stench in check! Mikuru-
chan is pretty timid, you know! If you dare to doything to her again, you'll feel my hair-
standing fury!"

Giving me an unwelcomingly tight final grip on myriat, Tsuruya-san picked up the bag and
calligraphy set on the floor, held them to her thasd ran off chasing Asahina-san.

"Hey, wait a bit-- Mikuru--"

Watching them, stupefied, a cold wintery wind bieaide my head.
That's the end to it all, no doubt.

Could I survive tomorrow? If news that | made Asehsan cry spread around the school, there
would be more than a few guys who would come attaeklf the situation were reversed, |
would do the same as well. Maybe | should preparevith.

| was gradually pushed to my wit's end. | calledutids cell phone, only to hear the operator's
"the phone number you have dialed is no longerdaiai." | had no record of her home phone
number, and her name was erased completely fromamebook. | considered going off to her
house, but on second thought | hadn't even beeea biefore. It was unfair considering that
Haruhi had been to my house, but it was too lathitik of that now.

Disregarding the disappearance of Class 1-9, | veetite staff office to ask whether Koizumi or
Haruhi was taking sick leave somewhere. The regadt flat negative. There was no student in



any class with the name Suzumiya Haruhi. Thereneasansfer student in this school or
coming to this school with the name Koizumi Itsu®r. so | heard.

| had come to a dead end.

Where could the leads be? Was this a Where's Hgewhe organized by Haruhi? Was it a game
with the goal of reaching where the disappearedikdrad gone? But what was this game for?

| thought as | walked. Thanks to Asahina-san'slsipgnch, my head cooled off a little. There
was no use burning my ass off. In such a momergeted to be calm. Calm.

"Please, | beg you." | murmured.

There was only one destination now. It was thel fimandation, the final absolute defense line.
If this were to fall, then all would end. Game aver

The literature clubroom, located at the clubrooocklnormally referred to as the Old Block.

If Nagato wasn't there, what could | possibly do?

| slowed my pace deliberately, and inched towahésctubroom taking all the time | needed.
After a few minutes, standing in front of the oltlavorn wooden door, | put my hand on my
chest, confirming my heart rate. It was far fronmmal operation, but it was a lot better than at
lunch break. Probably my senses had gradually gane after too many hits from the string of
anomalies. | was driven to the corner. There wagatb ahead of me except to barge into the
cloud of darkness, with the worst-case scenariayrmind.

| skipped knocking on the door, and threw the deiole open.

n Ill

And then | saw.

A petite figure sitting on a makeshift chair, wétbook spread at a corner of the long table in
front of her.

It was Nagato Yuki, staring straight at me throhgh glasses, with her face written all over with
surprise, her mouth popping open.

"You're here..."

| muttered a sigh of half resignation, half reli@hd closed the door behind me. Nagato did not
say anything as usual, but | couldn't loosen myeaif rejoice. The Nagato | knew did not wear



glasses, ever since the incident with Asakura. Hewehe Nagato here had the exact same
glasses she had worn some time ago. | thought aibiet second time, but Nagato just looked
cooler without her glasses. That was my preference.

Moreover, that expression just didn't match. Whas with her face, like a female Literature
Club member caught off guard by a male studentidgsh, someone she didn't recognize at all?
What was with the surprise? Isn't it characterigfiblagato to be furthest away from such
emotions?

"Nagato..."

With the lesson from Asahina-san fresh in my mindanaged to suppress my about-to-pounce
upper body, and walked to the table.

"What?"

Nagato replied without moving an inch.

"Tell me. Do you know me?"

She tightened her lips, and pushed the bridge oflasses. Then came a long period of silence.

I was thinking of giving up, and find myself a matexy to retreat from this world, when a reply
came.

"l know you."

Nagato put her gaze somewhere around my chest.ddly Welled. This Nagato might be the
Nagato | knew.

"In fact, | also know a little bit about you. Wowau listen to me for a second?"

"You are not human, but an organic android crebtedliens. You had wielded impressive
powers like magic several times, like the homerwdenbat, and invasion to Cave Cricket
Space..."

As soon as | started talking, a sense of regretugiéy crept into me. Nagato was apparently
making a strange face. Her eyes and mouth were, aperher gaze was wandering around my
shoulders. The ambience around her read like shigiflatened to look straight at me.

"...That was you whom | knew all along. Was it eatP"

"l am sorry."



Nagato's reply made me doubt whether my ears werking properly. Why apologize? Why is
Nagato saying this?

"l do not know. | know you are a student in Clags. 1 see you from time to time. However, |
know nothing except that. To me, this is the firsie I've talked to you."

The final foundation turned into a house built oode, weathered sand, collapsed and crumbled.
"...So0 you're not an alien? The name Suzumiya Halads not ring a bell to you at all?"

Nagato tilted her head in confusion, savoring tleedaz’alien” on her lips.

"Nope," she replied.

"Wait a sec!"

Except for Nagato, who else could | rely on? | Wes an infant swallow being abandoned by its
parents. My only chance of keeping sane was thrdeglidoing something. If this went on, |
would go crazy.

"No way!"

Oh no, I was losing my composure once again. Mydmaas in confusion, with meteor showers
of the three primary colors flying around like cyakcircled around the table, and approached
Nagato's side.

The pale fingers closed the book. It was a thiaklttaver. | could not catch the title in time.
Nagato stood up from her chair, and shifted one ls&hind as if to retreat from me. Her two
eyes, like polished bladko stones, were rolling in hesitation.

| put my hands on Nagato's shoulders. | lost miyc@hposure to look back to my recent failure
with Asahina-san. | was totally focused on noietfNagato go. If | hadn't grabbed her like that,
all my friends would have slipped through the ceackmy fingers, | feared. | didn't want to lose
anyone anymore.

With my hand feeling her body heat through the sthaiform, | talked to her profile framed in
short hair, as she was turning her face away fr@an m

"Please remember! The world changed when yestéwlagd to today. Haruhi's been replaced
by Asakura! Who is behind this player substitutibmf®rmation Synthesis Thought Entities?
Asakura was resurrected, so you must know sométlimg and Asakura are from the same
mold, right? What is this scheme, huh? Even if yee big words, you should still be able to
explain--"

Just like what you have done all alomgyas about to continue, but | sensed the feainguid
lead spreading inside my stomach.



What was this reaction... similar to a normal peis®

Nagato's eyes were tightly shut, and a blush obesgghn spreading on her ceramic-like pale
cheek. Moans, like faint sighs, escaped from hghsy parted lips, and | finally noticed the
quivering of her delicate shoulders under my hahkis.a puppy under chilling air. A shivering
voice reached my ears.

"Stop it..."

| recollected. For some time now, Nagato's backstiask against the wall. In other words, | had
forced Nagato against the wall without noticing. A%had | done? | was behaving like a thug,
wasn't I? If anyone had witnessed this, | would edrately have my hands handcuffed behind
my back, and receive judgement from the public. MAiewed objectively, | was nothing but a
bastard who attacked a meek female member whea wexe just the two of us in the literature
club room.

"I'm sorry."
Holding my hands up, | felt strength draining otitree.
"I didn't mean to attack you. | just wanted to égonfsomething..."

My knees felt weak. | pulled a nearby folding chtaimy side, and collapsed in it like some
mollusk straight after landing. Nagato did not mavall, with her back to the wall. It could only
be considered lucky that she hadn't dashed oleafctom.

| swept my eyes across the room one more timerealzed in one glance that this was not the
secret base for the SOS Brigade. In this room Virees of bookshelves and folding chairs, and a
desktop computer on top of a long makeshift tablle desktop was not the latest model Haruhi
had snatched from the Computer Society using bladkivut a model at least three generations
older. Comparatively speaking, the processing paliféerence was like that between a two-
horse phaeton and a maglev.

The Captain's desk, on which a prism with the w@adptain" was written on it, was nowhere to
be found, as expected. The refrigerator and theotearious costumes were absent as well. No
board games brought by Koizumi. No maid. No Samga@saddaughter. Nothing at all.

"Damn it!"

I held my head with my hands. Game over! If thisasneone's psychological attack,
congratulations on her resounding success! | wgive her first honor. So who was behind this
experiment? Haruhi? Information Synthesis ThougttitiEs? Some undetected new enemy of
this world? ...

It lasted for around five minutes. Struggling ghiien up my mood, | sheepishly lifted up my
head.



Nagato, still plastered to the wall, fixed her efpdike eyes on me. Her glasses were slightly
tilted. My only thanks to the heavens were thatdNag eyes did not show fear or horror, but
glistened like those of a sister who was reunitéti er supposedly-dead brother on a
downtown street by chance. At least it didn't selewas going to report the incident. In the
midst of such panic, this was the only tiny sowteelief.

Why don't you sitPstarted, but realized that | had taken Nagatieesr. Should | give her the
seat, or should | unfold another chair? Oh, andnsigét not want to sit near me.

"Sorry."

With one more apology, | stood up. Taking one pegppp folded chair aside, | moved to the
center of the room. Judging an ample distance fagato, | unfolded and sat on the chair, and
continued to hold my head in my hands.

This was just one small literature club. One daWay, Haruhi dragged me here like a berserk
industrial robot, and we met Nagato for the fingte. The room | saw at that first encounter was
exactly like this. At that time, this room was omlguipped with the tables, the chairs, the
bookshelves and Nagato. Since that time, miscellamaccessories began to appear, all because
Haruhi had announced, "From now on this will be dub room!" Among the accessories were

a portable heater, a kettle, a clay pot, a fridggesktop...

"Wait."

| removed my hands from my head.

Wait. What was here again?

A hanger rack, a water heater, a teapot, teacapsdaradio cassette player...
"Not these."

Search for items that didn't exist in the room befoturned into SOS Brigade's den, existed
afterwards, and exist now in this room!

"The desktop!"

The model was definitely different. Only the powerd crawled on the floor, so most likely it
was not connected to the internet. However thistva®nly item that caught my attention. It
was the only answer to the "Spot the Differencetga(translator note: Referring to the game to
catch differences between two pictures.)

Nagato was still standing. Her eyes were fixed @ffon a long time, as if | were worthy of full
alert. But when | turned my face towards her, remegmmediately dropped to the floor. Taking
a better look, | could actually see a blush ofagdin around her cheeltsey... Nagato. This

isn't you! You never let your eyes wander and yace be reddened in confusion!



Maybe it was futile, but | pretended to be unpdrtaras | stood up, in an attempt to not alert
her.

"Nagato,"
| pointed to the back of the desktop.
"Could I play with this for a bit?"

Nagato's expression was first shocked, and tuittelldy little into perplexity, as her eyes
darted between me and the desktop a few timesinBaked deeply.

"One moment."

Clumsily she brought her chair in front of the degk pushed the switch on the main unit and
sat down.

To boot up the operating system, it took as long ok to cool down a hot can of coffee, just
purchased, to a temperature cats could drink. Afssund resembling a squirrel's nibbling of
tree roots finally came to a stop, Nagato swifferated the mouse, which | guessed was to
move or delete files. Maybe there was somethinglgh@t want others to see. | understood her
feelings. | wouldn't want anybody to see the MIKURIlHer either.

"Here you go."

In a small voice Nagato said without looking at e, her seat and stood guard at the wall.
"Sorry for the trouble."”

Settled on the seat, | quickly peered into theestrand used all the techniques | could muster to
search for the MIKURU folder and the SOS Brigade 8le. The sense of futility weighed down
my shoulder.

"...Not here."

Despite everything | had done, | couldn't find doanection. The proof of Haruhi's existence
was nowhere to be found.

| wondered what data Nagato had hidden earlier] botild feel a surveillant gaze shooting from
behind. The atmosphere was like she was poisgaufbng the plug immediately as soon as the
not-to-be-seen data was about to be discovered.

| stood up from my seat.

The computer probably didn't contain any hints. Whaally wanted to see was neither
Asahina-san's photo gallery nor the SOS Brigadesiteald was hoping to see a hint message



from Nagato displayed, just like the time when Hand | were imprisoned in the Sealed
Reality. My hope was shot down mercilessly.

"Sorry for the fuss."

| apologized with a tired voice, and turned to do®r.l'm going home. Then I'm going to bed.
Then something surprising happened.

"Wait."

Nagato pulled out a coarse piece of paper fromparga bookshelf, and stood in front of me
hesitantly. With her eyes looking around the krfathg necktie, she spoke.

"If it's fine with you..."
She held out a hand.
"Take this."

The paper handed to me was a blank club sign-up.for

Well.

| should at least be thankful that | had alreadyoemtered all sorts of absurdity by now.
Otherwise, | would, without a doubt, be runninguard looking for a counselor.

Examining the situation, either | had become nuthan a fruitcake, or the world was
completely off its tracks, but now | could almosbgs out the former possibility. | am always the
sober one, and | acknowledge myself as the levadtessukkomi commentator towards
everything under the Sun. Hey, | can butt in a cemineven to this incomprehensible world,

like this: Nandeyanen®hat the heck?

| grew silent, Nagato-style. In many ways, it turgelittle cold. There was a limit to all my
faked courage.

Nagato had turned into a bespectacled book-lovingAgahina-san had turned into a foreign
senior. Koizumi had never transferred to North Higiobably still studying somewhere else.

What on earth was this?



Did it mean | was to start over from the very begng? If so, wasn't the season off? If it were a
reset, it should have returned to the very begmnimvhich meant returning to the first day of
high school life, didn'tit? | had no idea who @@ the reset button, but changing only the
environmental settings while keeping the time fiotact was just plain confusing, you know!
Look at me now, completely disoriented and bewddel had thought that role was reserved
only for Asahina-san!

And where was that other girl now? Where was thatlthss, getting away with her comfortable
life, while | was out in the cold, in such a place?

Where is Haruhi?

Where are you?

Show your face, now! Is this unnerving or what?

"...Damn. Why do | need to search for you?"

Or, don't you exist at all here, Haruhi?

Stop the joke, will you!? | don't know why the higlould think like this, but the story can't go
on without you showing up! It is plain unreasonatae¢hrow such depressing mournful emotions
at just me! What's the matter with you?

With a lingering image of professional slaves daigygigantic boulders up a slope for
constructing a mausoleum, | looked up at the diyghtercast chilly sky from the connecting

hallway.

The club sign-up form rustled inside my pocket.

When | returned to my bedroom, it was Shamisennapgister who greeted me. My sister, with
innocent laughter, was wielding a rod with a rurddigrball at the tip. Shamisen, lying flat on
the bed, was repeatedly hit on the head by theSbdmisen narrowed its eyes as if it was
annoyed, and sometimes raised its paws againsistey's attacks.

"Oh, welcome back~"

My sister looked up at my face with a smile.

"Dinner is about ready. Dinngla-nya,Shami~"

Shamisen also lifted up its head, but soon gavg gawn, and lazily fought back against my
sister's continuous bristle grass attacks.



Ah, there was still one remaining hope in this.
IIHey-II

| snatched the bristle grass rod, and hit my sister's forehead lightly.
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When | returned to my bedroom, it was Shamisen and my sister who greeted me.

"Do you remember Haruhi? How about Asahina-san7abt&gKoizumi? Weren't we playing at
the baseball match together, and appearing inlth@'f

"What~, Kyon-kun? Not a clue~"

Then | held up Shamisen in my arms.

"When was this cat in this house? Who broughtiiefé
My sister's round eyes became even closer to sircle

"Humm... Last month. You brought it back, Kyon-kalign't you? Remember? You got it from a
friend who had moved abroad. Right, Shami~?"

Snatching the tri-colored cat from my arms, myesiSirushed her cheek against it affectionately.
Shamisen, which sleepily narrowed its eyes, loakede from afar with an I-give-up
expression.

"Give me that."

| grabbed the cat back. Shamisen's whiskers wetkdrgh apparently annoyed by being treated
like merchandiseSorry, I'll reward you with dried food afterwards.



"I need to have a word with it. Just the two of &g, get out of my room. Now!"
"Hey, I'd like to talk too. That's unfair, Kyon-kUBh... You're talking with Shami? Eh? Really?"

Without further answers, | lifted my sister by keaist, and dropped her outside the room. "Don't
open the door! No matter what!" | shut the dooeiafhe harsh warning.

"Mom-~, Kyon-kun's brain has turned to noodles!"

My sister could be heard walking down the staiagirsg a line which might turn out to be right.
"So, Shamisen."

| sat cross-legged, and started talking to theipusdri-colored cat sitting on the floor.

"Okay, | told you before to stop talking no mattdrat. But now, never mind that. Rather, it
would comfort me at this moment if you speak up. Stamisen. Say something. Whatever is

fine. Philosophy, natural science, your choice.revé is difficult to understand. Please speak!"

Shamisen looked up at me with a bored face. Aenédth off its ass, Shamisen began to lick its
fur.

"...Do you understand what | said? Do you meangannot speak, but you can still listen and
understand? Why not put out your right paw wheatYes, and your left paw when it's a No?"

With my palm up, | poked my hand against its n@&emisen smelt my fingertips for a moment,
but as expected, it returned to lick its fur, witheaying anything or showing any understanding.

Normal, | guess.

This cat spoke only when we shot the film, andaswnly for a short moment. At the same time
we stopped shooting the film, this cat turned back normal cat. A normal cat that could be
found anywhere, and could only be associated wathwlike eat, sleep and play.

I know one thing. In this world, no cat can speak.

"Isn't that normal?"

Exhausted, | fell flat on my back, and stretchedanys and legs. Cats don't speak. So the
strange time was when Shamisen had opened upd&,sp& now. Or was it?

| would just want to be a cat. Then | could quihking about anything, and live my life on basic
instincts.

| remained in such a position, until my sister cdraek telling me dinner was ready.



Chapter 2

Chapter 2

The day of December 18 finally ended as if it wetteck in a bottle of glue, and the next day
began.

December 19.

From today onwards we would be having shortenesbles The lessons should originally have
been shortened much earlier, but a while ago dwddad been outrun by our rival public
school in the aggregated results of the nationalknexam. Our principal was spewing fire and
instilled forceful changes with the theme of enhag@cademic performance. History does not
change, after all.

There was nothing but change around me, in Norgildnd around the SOS Brigade. As if
caught up in a certain someone's arbitrary schement to school, only to find more absentees
from Class 1-5. Taniguchi was nowhere to be foynobably finally reaching 40 degrees
Celsius.

And today Asakura was still sitting behind me iast®f Haruhi.

"Good morning. Are you awake today? Good, if thiscase."”

"We'll see.”

| put my bag on my table with a poker face. Asakun@ped up her chin with her hands.

"But just having your eyes open doesn't necessardgn that you are awake. Having a firm grip
of the situation with your eyes would be the fatdp to understanding. How are you doing? Are
you grasping the situation well?"

"Asakura."

I leaned forward and shot a sparkling gaze at AsaRyouko's finely chiseled features.

"Tell me once more: Do you really not rememberreryau just playing dumb? Didn't you try to
kill me before?"



Asakura's face suddenly turned gloomy, with thecegame eyes one might use to look at a
patient.

"...Seems like you are still not awake. Here isadyice: Go see a doctor soon! Go before it is
too late!"

She shut her lips from then on, ignoring me assshiek up a conversation with a neighboring
girl.

| turned to face forward, crossed my arms, anckdtatraight into thin air.

Let's put it this way.

Let's say somewhere there is a very very unforeupatson. This person has been spectacularly
unfortunate, whether viewed subjectively or objegil. This person is in nature the
personification of misfortune, and even the eld&iynce Siddhartha who had mastered the
deepest meaning of enlightenment would have tuniedyes away from this person. One day,
he (this person may be a she, but | will just assiins a he to skip the trouble) drifts into
slumber while tormented by his usual misfortune tre next day when he wakes up, the world
has turned completely upside-down. It has becomerll marvelous beyond words,
indescribable even by the word "Utopia.” In thisrldphis misfortune has completely been
swept away, and his body and spirit are filled fio@ad to toe with fortune in every aspect. No
misfortune will fall onto his shoulders, and he mu@ve been taken by somebody from hell to
heaven in a single night.

Of course, the person's own will does not playla here. He is taken away by somebody he
does not know, and that somebody's real identitpimspletely unknown. It is unknown why that
somebody does this to the person. Probably onlydreknows.

So, in this case, should the person be happy? Biygihg the world, the person's misfortune is
completely gone. However, this world is a littléfelient from his original world, and the biggest
mystery remains as to what the reasoning is beduet changes.

In this case, using the best evaluation criterglalile, to whom should the person express his
gratitude?

With that said, this person is not me. The degseray too different.
Well... This analogy is bad for my case, | guessas$ not exactly reaching the bottom of

misfortune all the time till yesterday, and prebehaam not exactly the most fortunate among all
people.



However, disregarding the problem of extent, th@@gy is close, if not exact in illustrating the
point. My nerves had been practically rattled by $ktrange happenings around Haruhi all the
time, and now such tales are apparently of no agle® to me.

However--

Here, there is no Haruhi, there is no Koizumi, Nagad Asahina are normal humans, and the
existence of the SOS Brigade has been completabedr No aliens, no time travelers, no ESP.
Above all, cats don't speak. It is just a normalnmal world.

So how is that?

Which world is more suited to me? Which world vdélight me? The world that was, until now?
Or the world now?

Am | happy now?

After school, my feet were auto-piloted towards titerature Club Room out of habit. It is a
typical reflex action -- the body moves without thrain thinking when the action is repeated
every day. It is the same as the sequence durithgnigaThere is no predetermined sequence of
how to scrub the body in a bath, but from some timwards the sequence is pieced up
mechanically every single time.

Every day when classes finish, | head towards B8 Brigade, drink tea prepared by Asahina-
san, and play games with Koizumi while listenindhe delirious talks from Haruhi. It may be a
bad habit, but I find it hard to kick, even if | &nid to, exactly because it is a bad habit.

Therefore today the ambiance is a little different.
"What shall | do with this?"

| stared at the blank application form as | wasking. Nagato gave this to me yesterday,
probably implicitly encouraging me to join the Lig¢ure Club. But | don't understand; why did
she invite me? Because the Literature Club hagimer snembers and is to be disbanded? But it
was courageous for her to recruit me, who literafipeared from nowhere and attacked her.
Probably even in this wrong world, only Nagato mesleanges her somehow peculiar logic.

"Agh!"

When walking towards the club rooms block, | pagbedAsahina-Tsuruya couple. Asahina-san
literally recoiled upon seeing me and clung to Tgarsan, hiding behind her. Pained by the
adorable senior's reaction upon seeing me, | lyrgkve a light bow and trotted off. Oh please,
let the common days come back, so | can enjoy mgyaew once more!



I knocked this time and heard a faint responsey @rn did | open the door.

Nagato ran her eyes across my facial epidermisetndied them to the book in her hands. Her
movement to push back her spectacles appearedhter lggeeting.

"Is it all right for me to come back?"

Her small head nodded firmly. However, her eyeseweore interested in the book spread in
front of her, and she did not even lift her head.

| put my bag over there and darted my eyes aroonthé next thing | should do. However, in
this nondescript room, there weren't many smalbggsil could fiddle with. So without choice
my eyes landed on the bookshelf.

All of the shelves were jammed to the brim with keof all sizes. There were more hardcovers
than paperbacks or novels, which was probably dication of Nagato's preference for heavy
reading.

Silence.

| should have already been accustomed to Nagdleree, but today in this room it was quite
painful. | would be on the edge of my seat if | dimt say anything.

"Are all of these books yours?"

Immediately came the response.

"Some were here before | came."

Nagato showed me the cover of the hardcover shdaldsg.
"This is borrowed. From the public library."

On the book was a barcode sticker that showedstthw@public library's property. Fluorescent
light reflected off the laminated cover, and Nagaspectacles shone for a second.

End of conversation. Nagato returned to her sileatling challenge against the thick book, and |
lost my place of belonging.

The silence was unbearably choking. | searched fandom conversation thread and threw out
random words.

"Do you write your own essays?"

After that was 3/4 of a beat of silence.



"l just read.”

Her eyes flitted for a fraction of a second onte tomputer before hiding behind the lenses, but
that did not escape my eyes. | see. That was wigatdaneeded to do something before letting
me use the computer. | developed an irresistilije tw read the story Nagato wrote. What would
she have written? Probably sci-fi. It wouldn't blewe story, would it?

It was hard to get into a conversation with Nagatthe first place. In this way, this Nagato was
no different.

| restarted my silent operations with the bookshelf
Somehow my eyes stopped on the spine of a book.

It was a familiar title. The time when the SOS Budg sprouted, Nagato lent me this first volume
of a long foreign sci-fi series, a book with a scamount of words.(ED note: Dan Simmons's
Hyperion according to the anime) Now that | meniipiNagato was still a spectacled girl then,
and she pushed this book onto me without allowmgexcuses. "Take this," she threw those
words behind her and left briskly. It took me tweeis to read the whole thing. For me it
seemed like years ago when this happened. Too thargs had happened in the meantime.

Strange nostalgic sentiments grew, and | took #rddover from the bookshelf. | was not
standing and reading in a bookstore, so | wasewally putting any effort into reading. |
randomly flipped over the pages and was about téhgubook back in its original position when
a small rectangular piece of paper dropped besidieat.

"Hmmm?"

| picked it up. It was a bookmark with flowery driags. It looked like one of those bookmarks
that bookstores would throw in without asking -okmark?

It was as if the world began to spin around me. Akt that time... | opened this book in my
bedroom... Found the same bookmark... Then | dasti@h my bike... | could recite the phrase
from the back of my head.

Seven o'clock tonight, waiting for you at the parkoutside the station.

Holding my breath, | rotated my shaking hands & bsaw.



"Program Run Condition: Collect the keys. Deadline:Two Days Later."

The sentence, as if it were a message from soneeaguo, was written in computer-font-like neat
characters on the bookmark that fell out from taesdbover.

At once, | turned and hurried to the front of Nadmtable in three steps. Fixing my gaze on her
widening black pupils, | asked, "Did you write tRis

Staring at the back of the bookmark | held outaevhile, Nagato cocked her head. In a puzzled
expression she replied, "It is similar to my wigtirHowever... | don't know. | do not remember
writing that."

"... I see. Just as | thought. Well, it's alrightzould be troubled if you knew. There is something
bothering me, you know. Oh well, never mind my Hadap.."

Babbling lines of excuses from my mouth, | felelikmny mind had flown somewhere else.
Nagato.

So this is a message from you all right. It is pustrab and dry line of characters, but | am glad.
May | treat it like a present from the Nagato | bd&nown for long? It's a hint how to break the
current situation, right? Otherwise you would nattessuch a reminder-like comment?
Program. Condition. Keys. Deadline. Two Days Later.

...Two days later?

Today was the 19th. Should | count two days latanfthis exact moment onwards? Or should |
count from yesterday, when the whole world stattego crazy? Worse comes to worst, the
deadline would be tomorrow the 20th.

The one-shot surprise gradually cooled off like maghat oozed at a slow pace out of the
earth's crust. don't know a thing, but it sounds like | havegadher some keys in order to boot
some programs. But what are the keys? Where ayeditpped off? How many of them are

there? After collecting them all, where should ingrthem in exchange for the souvenir?

Question marks hovered in swarms above my headjraadty joined into one large question
mark.

If | start up this program, will the world returio inormal?



Hurriedly | took books in and out of the shelvemtsihg from the far end, and checked if there
were other bookmarks sandwiched within. Bearingdtielg astounded gaze | kept on digging,
but to no avail. There were no others.

"Just this one, huh?"

Well, if one gets too greedy for too much and grfalb®very souvenir he can find, the weight
would in the end bring him down, back to square. dh@ving at random without a fixed goal is
a mere waste of both time and HP. First thing®;fget the keys. The summit was still far away,
but at least | managed to spot the pointer sign.

After asking for permission, | unpacked my lunchlaod settled diagonally from Nagato.
Munching my lunch, | also unpacked my mind of thiotsgNagato seemed to direct her eyes
from time to time in my direction, but | just opgd my chopsticks mechanically, and
concentrated on the urgent matter at hand -- ttireonfeeding nutrients sedulously into my
brain cells.

As time ticked by, my lunchbox emptied. | was abioubrder some tea when | realized that
Asahina-san was not with us. | was frustrated | lsontinued thinking. This was the moment of
truth. 1 could not let this hard-earned hint gavaste. Key. Key. Key. Key...

For probably two hours, | was immersed in red-hatrtstorming.
Filled gradually with disgust towards my own stupidl was overwhelmed by dejection.
"I don't get it at all!'" | cursed myself under mgehth.

The keys were too ambiguous to begin with. No waul@ it mean real keys for locking and
unlocking, so my guess was that they were keyskiédgavords or key personnel. But the scope
was still too large. Was it an item or a phrase® Wanobile or immobile? | would certainly

want to ask for further hints like these. | triedpicture what Nagato was thinking when she was
writing on the bookmark, but | could only imaginermeading a difficult book, or giving an
impressive but painfully long dictum -- just thedé&o that | had known all along.

With a sudden interest | turned my head in a diagdimection, and there was the motionless
Nagato, as if she was taking a snooze. Probakilgstjust me, but she was staying on the same
page without progress. However, as counter-eviddrateshe was not taking an afternoon nap,
her cheeks began to get a brush of red as shentime of my absent-minded gaze. This Nagato
the Literature Club member was either terribly shgature, or unaccustomed to others'
attention.

On the outside she looked exactly the same, bukegbereacting in an unfamiliar way that
stimulated my interest. Deliberately, | fixed myesyon her in observation.



Though her eyes' focus was on the pages, it was slhee was not reading a single word. Nagato
gasped silently with her lips slightly apart, ared bhest's subtle heaving rhythm became
gradually visible. The faint blush around her clelk&came redder by the minute. To tell the
truth, this Nagato was quite -- no, very cute. Tgtojust for a moment, an idea flashed across
my mind: It might not be such a bad idea to just jbe Literature Club and enjoy the whole
new world without Haruhi.

But no. | would not throw in the towel just yetolok out the bookmark from my pocket and
gripped it without crushing it. Slipping this bookrk into this world meant that the Nagato who
read with a triangular hat on still had some bussngith me. | had some business myself as
well! I hadn't tried Haruhi's handmade dishes.driaburnt Asahina Santa's image on my retina.
My game with Koizumi was halted on my advantagbesvas busy decorating the room. |

would win in the end if we continued like that, lsgould lose my rightful hundred yen
otherwise.

The setting sun shone through the window, and hiadecome for it to hide behind the campus
block as a huge orange ball.

| grew tired fixating on my seat, and nothing béeiaf would come out of my brain no matter
how much harder | wrung it. | stood up and readioeany bag.

"Let's call it a day."
"Okay."

Nagato closed her hardcover which she might haea beading or not, stuffed it in her bag and
stood up. Was she by any chance waiting for mayatsaloud?

| grabbed my bag. She did not move an inch, dseafvgould forever stay still until | stepped out
first.

"Hey, Nagato?"

"What?"

"You live alone, don't you?"
"..Yes."

She was probably thinking, how on earth did he ktioat?



| was about to ask whether she lived with her fantilt stopped short when | saw her eyelashes
cast down subtly. Memories of her room void of adtrall furnishing came back to me. My first
visit was seven months ago, and the cosmic teleptlk on a scale that knew no bounds was in
many ways plain scary. The second visit was Taeabaée years ago, and | was with Asahina-
san. The second visit happened earlier on theitim#éhan the first visit, which is some
accomplishment to me.

"How about keeping a cat? Cats are great! Theylowlyflaccid all the time, but sometimes |

just wonder if they can understand what | am sayimgouldn't be surprised if there are cats that
can speak. | am not joking here."

"Pets prohibited."

After the response, she grew silent for some tita#ering her eyes in sorrow. Like the sound of
the wind from a soaring swallow, she took in a treand spoke in a brittle voice.

"Want to come?"

Nagato looked at my fingernails.

"Where?"

My fingernails asked back.

"My home."

A half-note rest of silence.

“..Can I?"

What on earth had happened? Was she shy, timayygressive? This Nagato's psychological
curve was just discontinuous! Or, is the mentaditan average high school girl nowadays just
as irregular as the light curve period of Mira A?

"Sure."

Nagato stepped out, escaping from my sight. Smetuoff the room lights, opened the door and
disappeared into the corridor.

Of course, | followed. Nagato's room. Room 708 lmxaury apartment. | would just take a peek
at the living room. | might find some new hintsrthe

If I found another me sleeping there, | would waka at once with my fist.



On the way back from school, Nagato and | didtkt aa all.

Nagato only walked straight ahead down the slos#iémce, stepping as if some strong chilling
wind was beating against her. Her hair was rufflddwn about by sudden gusts of wind.
Looking at the back of her head, | only continuedniove my legs matter-of-factly. There were
not many topics | felt right to talk about, andehsed that | had better not ask why | was invited.
After walking for some time, Nagato finally stoppleer tracks in front of the luxury apartment.
How many times had | visited here? | had visited&ta's room twice, Asakura's room once, and
the rooftop once. Punching the password into tharoe's keylock, Nagato unlocked the doors
and stepped into the lobby without even lookingkbac

She was even silent in the elevator. At the eigbtfm on the seventh floor she inserted the key
into the door and opened it, but even then sheiorlied me in with a gesture.

| walked in without a word. The room's arrangemeas not different from my memory's
impression. It was just one nondescript room. Thes no other furnishing in the living room
except a kotatsu. As usual, there were not evercangins.

And then there was the guest room. It should bedbm separated by a slide door.

"May | take a look in this room?"

| asked Nagato, who went out of the kitchen witlapanese tea set. Nagato blinked slowly.
"Go ahead."

"Sorry for intruding."

The slide door slid open, as if there were bearatgghed to it.

There were only tatami mats inside.

Well, | should have guessed. There was no way lddoave traveled to the past so many times.
I slid the door back to its original position, asttbwed my open hands to Nagato who was
watching over me. The gesture must have meantngthiher. However, without a word,
Nagato put two tea cups on the kotatsu table,satraight with her legs tucked under her, and

started to pour tea.

| sat opposite to her with my legs crossed, theespaosition | sat in when | visited her for the
first time. | had meaninglessly drunk several coptea prepared by Nagato, and then listened to



that monologue about the universe. It had beemmsoseof fresh greens and extreme heat, a
completely different dimension from the currentdtw@ss. Even my heart was more chilled now.

Drinking tea face-to-face in silence, Nagato's edre®ped down behind her spectacles.

For some reason Nagato was hesitating. Her mowtheay but then shut. She looked up at me
as if she had gathered her courage, but then lodé&ed again. She repeated this a couple of
times. Finally, she put her teacup aside and fohezd/oice out with great effort.

"I met you before.”

As if in addition,

"Outside school.”

Where?

"Do you remember?"

What?

"Library."

Upon hearing this word, the gear at the back obnayn squeaked into action. The memory in
the library with Nagato popped up. It was the inaagfirst Search for the Mysterious.

"This May,"

Nagato drooped her eyes,

"You helped me make a library card.”

My psyche was electrocuted by a bolt, and faileflitation.

...Yes. Otherwise you would have been stuck intfodthe bookshelves! Haruhi's summoning
gﬁza)lllke prank calls, and there was no other wdyihg us back to the gathering point

"You..."

However, as Nagato continued to explain, | founddescription of the situation different from
my impression. Here was Nagato's explanation usendaint murmuring voice:

Around mid-May Nagato visited the city library ftre first time, but she did not know how to
create a library card. It would have been good gholshe asked one of the librarians, but the
few librarians were all busy. Moreover, as an wnérd who was bad with words, Nagato could



not bring up her courage to ask, so she startedtaler around the counter in vain. Probably
unable to stand watching her like that, a high sthoy who passed by volunteered all the
procedures in her place.

"That was you."

Nagato turned her face towards me, and our eye$omealf a second, before she dropped her
eyes again on the kotatsu.

The dot-dot-dot was shared between Nagato and ifeac8 returned to the void of the living
room, but | could not come up with any words. Tiwas because | could not possibly answer her
guestion whether | could remember. My memory and iere subtly different. It was true that |
created the library card for her, but | was noaaser-by; instead, | was the one who took her to
the library in the first place. Giving up on theaBegh for the Mysterious patrol that was doomed
to fail, we chose to go to the library to loiterayour time. Even if my ability to remember was
as tiny as an infant sea anemone, | could nevgefdhe image of the silent Nagato in uniform.

Unsure of how to deal with my silence, Nagato thetd her lips with a tinge of sorrow, and
made circles around the teacup rim with her slefidger. Watching the barely visible shaking
of her finger, | was even more withdrawn from bimggup any topic, and the silence thickened.

It would be simple to just answer that | remembehegould not be a plain lie. There were just
some gaps from the truth. In this case, these lgapsme the biggest issues at hand.

Why was there such a difference?

The alien | had known had gone off to somewhere, ésving behind only a bookmark.

Ding-dong!

The intercom bell broke the eternal silence. | lygamped in my sitting posture upon the
sudden sound. Nagato's body was shocked with ser@nd turned towards the entrance.

The bell rang again. A new visitor had arrived. Heer, who on earth would visit Nagato's
room? | could not imagine a single person excejgliaery man or a bill collector.



Like a soul just detached from its body, Nagat@dtop and slid towards the wall without even
the sound of footsteps. She punched some keyshatimtercom panel and listened to
somebody's voice. Then she turned to me with atyligroubled expression.

Nagato spoke softly over the speaker, probablyingeejections like "But..." and "Well..."
"Wait."

Apparently Nagato was overpowered. She hoveredrtsithe entrance and unlocked the door.
"Look at who is here?"

The girl barged in with her shoulder against therdo

"Why are you here? That's new -- Nagato-san brgngira guy.”

The girl in a North High uniform was holding a paith both hands, and skillfully took off her
shoes by pressing her toes against the door sill.

"Don't tell me you forced yourself in!"

Tell me first, why you are here in the first pladel® a surprising scene to see your face outside
the classroom!

"l am like a volunteer. It is a real surprise te y@u here!" The beautiful face turned into a
smile.

She was the class representative that sat behind me

In other words, Asakura Ryouko had called in.

"l probably made too much. It was so hot and heavy!

Smiling, Asakura put the large pot on the kotalsane dropped by the convenience store in this
season he would be greeted by this smell as wielireTwas oden in the pot. Was it made by
Asakura?

"Exactly. | share something like this, which does take much time to prepare in large
guantities, with Nagato-san from time to time. diyleft her alone, she would just be
malnourished."

Nagato went into the kitchen to prepare platescagsticks. Some clanging of dishes could be
heard.



"So? May | ask now why you are here? That intenests

I ran out of words. | was here because Nagatoedwvite, but | don't know why | got invited.
Because of the story about the library? It woulduse fine to talk about that in the club room.
For me, | obediently came because | thought thégatbe some hints here as to what the
"keys" were, but | could not just say that out Iolidvould be bad to make her worry if | have
mental problems.

| made up a random lie.

"Well... Sure. | went home along the same routé \Wagato... Yeah, | am a little troubled
whether | should join the Literature Club now. Sedlked with her, asking for her opinions. We
arrived at the apartment, but the discussion whsistinished, so she invited me in. | was not
forcing myself in."

"You, in the Literature Club? Pardon me, but | catrsee the match anywhere. Do you even read
books? Or do you want to write them?"

"My trouble is whether | should be reading or wigtifrom now on. That's all."

The pot lid had been lifted, and an appetite-sedparoma filled the whole room from the
kotatsu. The boiled eggs that floated and sankersauce had turned a great color.

Asakura-san, who sat up straight with legs foldetthe left corner, threw suspicious glances at
me. It might be just me, but the glances were sopshf they had weight, my temple would have
lots of small holes. The Asakura before turned agerial killer midway, but for this Asakura,
one could discern the deep-rooted confidence bdiendlignified posture. There was no doubt
this oden would be far more delicious than any otimeearth. That aura put pressure on me. At
this moment, | was running out of confidence in pnarays. | was just wandering back and
forth, nothing else.

Unable to take it anymore, | grabbed my bag anddstgp.

"Oh, so you are not eating with us?"

Meeting Asakura's jeering tone with silence, | dedito retreat from the living room in stealthy
footsteps.

"Oh.”

I nearly bumped into Nagato who was coming out ftbenkitchen. In Nagato's hands was a
stack of small plates, with chopsticks and a tubground mustard on top.

"l am leaving. Sorry for intruding. See you."

| was about to walk off, when | sensed a tug asaoa feather on my arm.



Nagato was pulling my sleeve with her fingers. Tugwas very soft, just like how much force
one might use to pick up a newborn baby hamster.

Nagato was pulling my sleeve with her fingers. The tug was very soft, just like how much force one might
use to pick up a newborn baby hamster.

It was a faint expression. Nagato just looked devkile touching my sleeve with only her
fingers. Was it that she did not want me to leae® it that she felt suffocated being alone with
Asakura? In any case | was fine with it, especialhen | saw such a bitterly desperate Nagato.

"...Just kidding! I'm gonna eat! Oh my, | am staglilf | do not have something in my stomach
right now | couldn't even survive on my way home!"

Her fingers withdrew at last. | missed the scemaedwow. Normally there was no way | could
see Nagato expressing her ideas so apparentlymidrizent had value in its scarcity.

Watching me hovering back to the living room, Asaknarrowed her eyes, as if she had
understood it all.

| focused wholly on stuffing oden into my mouth. Kaste buds screamed from the delicious
pleasure, but the bottom of my heart failed to gmize exactly what | was eating. Nagato's focus
was on her every tiny chew, and she took almosethminutes just to chew and swallow her



tangle (konbu). Among the three of us, only Asakuas talking cheerfully and | bounced back
half-hearted answers at her from start to end.

As if having a bivouac outside the Gate of Helg theal went on for more than an hour, and my
shoulders had grown very stiff.

Finally, Asakura stood up.

"Nagato-san, please put the remaining portionsiatleer container and put it in the freezer. |
will come to get the pot tomorrow, so please kéeppot till then."

| followed her. It was like being released fromfahdings. Giving an ambiguous nod, Nagato
drooped her eyes as she saw us off at the door.

I confirmed that Asakura had left first before liggered to Nagato.
"See you. Can | visit the club room tomorrow todfave nowhere else to go to after school."
Nagato fixed her eyes on me, and...

...Gave a faint but definitesmile*.

| was literally dazzled.

During the elevator's descent, Asakura chuckled.
"Hey, do you like Nagato-san?"

Well, it's not that | hate her. Choosing betweekelor Hate, | would choose the former, but |
have no reason to hate her in the first place.iShey savior. Yup. Asakura, it is Nagato Yuki
who saved me from that murderous blade of yourbosocan | hate her?

... | could not say the above. This Asakura wagimait Asakura, and the same went for Nagato.
In this world | seemed to be the only one that &alifferent perspective on things, and
everybody else had turned normal. There was no B@@&de at all.

How did this beautiful classmate of mine interprat silence to her question? She just laughed
through her nose.



"No way, | see. I've been reading too much, | gugssir favorite type would be much more on
the weird side, and Nagato-san just doesn't fiptioéle."

"How do you know my favorite type?"

"l just happened to hear that from Kunikida-sanuYeere in the same class in junior high,
right?"

That bastard, nosing around with such crap. Thatjust Kunikida's misconception. Please
ignore.

"But you! If you want to date Nagato-san, you'di&ebe serious about it. Otherwise, | will
never forgive you! Nagato-san might look otherwisat, she is emotionally fragile inside."

Why is Asakura paying so much attention to Nagéta®y original world, Asakura was
Nagato's backup -- that | would understand. Welthe end she ran berserk and was deleted
though.

"It is a friendship fostered by living in the sa@aggartment block. Somehow I just cannot leave
her alone. Looking at her from afar, | sense hetanger. And somewhere within me grew the
desire to protect her, see?"

I might have gotten her meaning, or | might notéhav

The conversation ended there, and Asakura lefifthan the fifth floor. Room 505, | remember.
"See you tomorrow."

Asakura's smiling face was shut away behind theiretpdoors.

| stepped out of the apartment block, and the dartosphere outside was as chilling as a fresh
food freezer. The north wind snatched from my bsaoiyething else along with my body heat.

| thought about greeting the old caretaker, but tthecided not to. The caretaker station's glass
windows were firmly shut, and it was dark inside Was probably asleep.

| would just like to return to bed as soon as guesEven a dream would be fine with me. That
girl could just as easily get into others' dreamscensciously.

"You are just trouble whether you are here or sotjust get the hell out here in such a critical
moment! Can't you just listen to my wish for oné¥..

| whispered to the starry sky, and suddenly recghivith a shock what | had been thinking
about. | would like to hit myself hard on the héaddaring to think such sinister ideas.

"What on earth..."



The murmur from my mouth turned to white breath disgpersed into thin air.

| wanted to see Haruhi.

Chapter 3

Chapter 3

December 20th.

It was the morning of the third day since the wdrddl changed as | awoke from my dreamless
slumber. As usual, | got out of bed, feeling asuiftomy stomach had been stuffed with a few
dozen .300mm bullets. Shamisen, who was sleepirigehlanket, rolled off suddenly onto the
ground and laid flat. | stepped softly on his tumamgl sighed.

Sticking her head through the door, my sister ldottismayed when she saw that | had awoken.
"So, did Shami talk?"

She had been asking me this ever since the nidgbitebast. My answer was always the same.
"No~pe."

As | reminisced about the soft touch of the cafsoh my toes, my sister had begun humming
her little song as she carried Shamisen out ofdben. It's great being a cat, all they ever do is
eat, sleep and lick fur. How | wanted to trade ptawith him for a day. Who knows, as a cat, |
might even find what | was looking for in no time.

That's right, I still hadn't found the key. Nor hadund out what this key meant. Not to mention
the system activation program. If | didn't do sommeg today, the world would continue to
remain this way, and it might even become moréfyarg. As for the time limit - whose idea
was it to have such a limit anyway? Was it alreaghain for Nagato to provide a limited time
offer?



| headed to school without making any progress. Jibemy skies looked as though it was about
to snow as it loomed above everyone's heads. Seldmate'd be getting a white Christmas this
year; snow fall could be heavy. There hadn't beeahnforecast on the amount of snow, but
judging by the frostiness of this year's wintéd girobably be big. Haruhi would probably be
more excited than a puppy dog as she preparebdavinter field trip... That is, if Haruhi still
exists.

There was nothing worth my attention as | climbpdhe slope as usual towards North High and
finally arrived at the 1-5 classroom. My exhaustioanifested physically as | walked slowly, so

I only managed to sit down on my desk just in tiiorethe first school bell to ring. Like
yesterday, there were a lot of sick absenteesagscbut what was amazing was that Taniguchi
only needed to rest for one day. Though he wdsastdring his mask, he came nevertheless. It
was only now that | realized that this guy lovedhgao school.

By the way, today Asakura, who sat behind me, gaeea rather intriguing smile.
"Good morning."
Asakura greeted me simply like she did everyone. élsverely nodded back.

As the second bell signalled the beginning of das®kabe-sensei entered energetically and
began the home room session in earnest.

I'd lost track of what day of the week it was athgaloday's timetable seemed different from
what | remembered, though | wasn't sure. | waseheure whether | was having the same
subjects on this day last week. Even if yesterdaystoday's timetables were to be swapped, I'm
afraid | would barely notice. Was it just | thaidhaecome weird? The girl known as Suzumiya
Haruhi never existed, Asakura was the most pomldessmate, Asahina-san was the unreachable
senpai, while Nagato was the sole member of trerdtitire Club.

Just which was the real thing? Was the SOS Brigadeeverything I'd been through all a part of
my imagination?

Damn, my thoughts are becoming more and more negati

During PE in the first session, | was the absemtel®dl goalkeeper who was not interested in
defending his goal; the next session was mathytag just went in my left ear and out of my
right; without even realizing, recess had arrived.

As | slumped onto my desk to cool my head down...

"Yo, Kyon,"



It was Taniguchi. He hung his mask beneath his ahthgave his usual idiotic grin.

"The next session's chemistry, today the teacgerisa pick my row to answer questions, help
me out."

Help you out? Are you nuts?! You do realize we Hatbw each others' strengths and
weaknesses inside out already, don't you? How supposed to know something that you
wouldn't know?

"Hey, Kunikida,"

| called my other partner, who had just returnednfthe bathroom,

"Tell Taniguchi everything you know about sodiundhyxides. He especially wants to know
whether they're on good terms with hydrochloricaci

"Well that's simple, they get neutralized aftemigemixed together,”
Kunikida said as he flicked through Taniguchi'sieok,

"Ah, so it's this question. First calculate in nsénd you'll be able to convert it to kilograms.
Let me think..."

Seeing a knowledgeable person explaining so cgsuale feels extremely helpless.
Taniguchi nodded his head non-stop, yet as Kunithdaght further, he didn't intend to
calculate on his own anymore. He grabbed my mechbpéencil from my desk and scribbled a
few numbers and symbols on the blank spaces orgiemis textbook.

After it was all settled, Taniguchi gave me a wesndile,

"Kyon, Kunikida told me everything during the socaogatch in PE, you seemed to be up to
something the day before yesterday."

Weren't you at school as well that day?

"l had to take a nap in the clinic during lunchdanvas feeling drowsy that whole afternoon. |
only heard about it this morning. | hear you wera istate of frenzy, did you really say Asakura
wasn't supposed to exist?"

"More or less."

I held my hand up and made a sign that read, "aouget lost now!" Yet Taniguchi smirked
and continued,

"How | wished | was there as well. It's pretty rémesee you yelling around hilariously."



Kunikida seemed to remember something from thersardj

"Kyon's better today. That day it seems as thowghdd wanted to pick on Asakura-san. Did she
do something to upset you?"

Even if | said it I'd be treated as a lunatic. Seas pretty natural for me to keep quiet.

"Oh yeah, you said then that someone had beercegplay Asakura. Did you find that person?
Her name's Haruhi, right? Just who is she?"

Would you please stop reminding me about this 8tRifjht now | would shiver involuntarily
every time that name is mentioned, even if it'sQeittered repeatedly by a parrot.

"Haruhi?"

You see? Even Taniguchi has bent his head. Nottbaty he even said,

"That Haruhi, you don't mean Suzumiya Haruhi, do3/o

Yes, that Suzumiya Harubhi......

The bones in my neck made a creaking noise. | glawwhed my head up to look at the silly look
my classmate was giving me,

"Taniguchi, what did you just say?"

"l said Suzumiya, the Savage Girl of East JunigyhHi've been in the same class as her for three
years. Wonder how she's doing...... And how comekymw who she is? You said she was
replaced by Asakura, just what was that all about?"

My eyes went white in an instant......

"YOU! YOU SMOOTH-HEADED IDIOT!"

| yelled and leaped up at once. Perhaps intimidayetty sudden outburst, both Taniguchi and
Kunikida instinctively backed up a bit.

"Who you calling 'smooth-headed!?' If I'm 'smoo#rated,’ then you're 'barren-headed!' Besides,
my family has been silver-haired for generatioms) ghould be the one more worried about your
hairline!"



That's none of your businedgjrabbed Taniguchi by his collar and pulled howards my face
until both our noses nearly touched each other.

"You said you know Haruhi!?"

"How can | not know her? | couldn't forget her ewadter fifty years. If there's anyone from East
Junior High that doesn't know her, they need alclugcto see if they're suffering from
amnesia."

"Where?"

As though chanting a mantra, | fired question aftezstion,

"Where's that girl? Where is Haruhi right now? Te# where!"

"What's with you? Are you a taiko drum? Did you Sezumiya somewhere and fell in love with

her at first sight? Give it up! I'm only sayinggtior your own good. While her looks are the
stuff of a guy's dreams, her attitude is enougshtatter those dreams to oblivion. For example,

Drew mysterious geometric shapes in the schoakktiield with white chalk, right? | knew that
already. I'm not interested in her past criminabrd, | just want to know where the hell Haruhi
is right now!

"She's at Kouyouen School,”

Taniguchi replied as though reciting the atomicusege of hydrogen,

"If I'm not mistaken, she's enrolled in the highaal at the bottom of the hill, just in front ofeth
station. She's already a bright person, so it'g vatural that she would study in such an elite
high school.”

Elite school?

"Is Kouyouen really that good? | thought they wargirl's school for the rich and famous."
Taniguchi looked at me with pitiable eyes and said,

"Kyon, I don't know what they told you in juniordfi, but that school's always been co-ed. Not
to mention it's one of the top schools in univereittrance rate in this prefecture. To have such a
school in our district really pisses me off!"

As | listened to Taniguchi's mumblings, | slowlypszned my hands.

Why did | not realize this before? | should comsa@ppuku for this.



Just because Haruhi wasn't at North High, | assuhegdshe didn't exist in this world. As you
can see, my imagination was worse than that chat giave cricket. When | return to my
relatives' place in the countryside next summehaduld go and have a chat with one of its
relatives sitting by the balcony, we'll probablyt geong very well.

"Hey! Get a hold of yourself!" Taniguchi tidied hesllar and said, "Kunikida, you're right. He is
nuts, and his condition seems to have worsened."

Say whatever you like, I'm not in the mood to argith you right now, because right now there
was someone who was pissing me off more than tblesbkgbbing Taniguchi and the ever-
nodding Kunikida.

This series of unfortunate events was truly unbelie. If someone from East Junior High was
sitting nearby that day, or if Taniguchi was in th@ssroom then, then | would have heard
Haruhi's name loud and clear much earlier. Jusseldamn fault is it? Come on out so | can
beat the crap out of that bastard! This score easeftled another day, though. Everything that
needs answers has been asked, all that's leftagecaction.

"Where're you going, Kyon? The bathroom?"

| turned around while rushing towards the classrooar and said,

"I'm taking leave early."

As early as possible,

"What about your bag?"

That'll just get in the way,

"Kunikida, if Okabe asks, tell him I've got bubompiague with dysentery, or flu, or something
like that and it hurts like hell. Oh and Tanigu€hi!

| gave my sincere gratitude to my wide-jawed clasgmwho was seeing me off,
"Thanks!"
"Huh? Wha......?"

I last saw Taniguchi spinning his finger by his éhé@acircles, | then bolted out of the classroom,
and within a minute | was out of the school gates.



It was really difficult to run down a slope at @hispeed. Because | was too excited, | ran with
all my strength, after about ten minutes, even egg land lungs were beginning to complain that
| was pushing them too hard, let alone my hearm€to think of it, | could have still made it if

| waited for the third session to finish. At thisie of year, Kouyouen was probably having a half
school-day as well. It would have been fine as lasg arrived there before their last school bell
rang. Even if | were to walk from North High, it wial still take me less than half an hour.

By the time | realized how poor my time managensiits was, | had already arrived at the
private school by the station, the finishing pahtny compulsory daily climbing route to
school. It was very quiet inside the school, waeytstill having classes? | took a look at my
watch, the lessons were about the same time aschaol, they're probably in the third session
right now. In other words, before the school gaigsn, | have one whole hour of free time.
Being empty handed under this cold weather, aduld do was wait.

"Maybe | should forcefully barge in......

If it were Haruhi, she would do exactly that, aheé svould have handled it beautifully. Sadly |
don't have that confidence, after walking slowlywands the gate, | frantically turned around

once again. Standing outside the closed schoos geds a stern-faced guard. As expected from a
rich private school.

Actually, | could also infiltrate the school bymlbing the fence, the problem was that the top of
the fence stood at quite a distance from the groand there was barbed wire at the top to boot,
it seems to be a better choice to wait for the scbates to open. If | were to forcefully go in,

it'd be all over if | were to get caught. I've aldy come this far, | have no intention of lettihg t
game end so easily. After all, unlike Haruhi, | cil control myself when it was necessary.

And so, | waited for nearly two hours.

The school bell that rang for the last time sounldeda distant memory, and the opened gates
poured with students coming out like a releaseddlo

Taniguchi was correct, this was indeed a co-eddchite girls' uniform were the same as usual,
the typical black suited schoolgirl uniform. Walgiamongst them were the guys on their way
home, and they were dressed in the traditional gakuniform. This was exactly the opposite to
North High, with the girls in sailor uniform andetlyuys in suits. As for the gender ratio, there
seems to be more girls......

"How can this be...... Forget it."

There were a few familiar faces among the maleesits] they were the students from Class 1-9.
And | had thought they'd all disappeared, turnstioey were here in this high school all along. |



don't know whether it's coincidence or what, b et to see anyone from my junior high.
Those that I've seen before didn't take much naticee, and walked quickly past me after
taking a quick suspicious look at me. Right noveytprobably have a whole new set of
memories, most likely a happier school memory, beeat least they don't have to climb up the
hill to school every day.

| continued to wait, and the chances of me hitthregjackpot were 50/50. If that girl had joined
some club activity, or was busy planning sometlaind had to stay in school, then I've basically
become a scarecrow here. Please, just hurry up@od your way home, and then appear before
me.

What if there is an SOS Brigade in this Kouyouehdst, with members other than myself
taking part in all sorts of activities......

When | thought of this, my innards begun to tuniiide mad. Wouldn't that make Asahina-san,
Nagato, Koizumi, and me disposable trash? If therevthe case, I'm even worse than a side-
character, and would become a complete outsidet'sThot what | want! I'll pray to just about
anyone! Be it Jesus, Mohammad, Buddha, Mani, Zteoasr even Lovecraft! If any of them
can ease my discomfort, I'll believe in any propheclegend that they preach. Even if it's by
those doomsday cult preachers, I'll gladly folldhwern. Now | finally understand how it feels to
be a person who would cling onto any piece of saad still hopelessly sink down in a mud
swamp.

After being consumed by anxiety and depressiomlb@ut ten minutes,

| sighed deeply, not even | knew the meaning bethisdsigh. Why was | making such a huge
sigh of relief?

Becauseshehad appeared.

Buried amongst a sea of suits and gakuran unifevassa face | would never forget even until
the moment | die.

Just like when she first introduced herself infiret day of school and clotted up the air inside
the classroom, she had long hair which reacheevhist. | looked stunned for some time, and
then | began to count my fingers to figure out witeay of the week it was. Today wasn't the day
for her to let her hair down, looks like this Harwasn't interested in toying around with her
hair.



As though unhappy that | was in the way, the sttedehKouyouen School walked past by my
left and right side. | had no idea what they thdugjtthis guy standing like an idiot in front of
their school gate, but they can think whatever tivayt, and | don't have time to worry about
what they think either.

| stood still and fixed my gaze upon the girl irr Bait uniform that was slowly approaching.

Suzumiya Haruhi.

I've finally found you.

| stood still and fixed my gaze upon the girl in her suit uniform that was slowly approaching.

I involuntarily smiled, this was because it wagmst Haruhi that I've found.

Walking beside Haruhi and chatting with her wasigig a gakuran uniform. Carrying a smile
that | can never stand watching was none other Klnézumi Itsuki. Now that's a surprise
addition.

So these two have now gotten so close that thegiregoing home together after school. Yet
Haruhi doesn't seem to be quite happy, her expres$sis remained as when | first saw her at the
beginning of the school term. She would occasigrgille a quick reply, and then turned her
gaze back to the tarmac with a scowl on her face.

It's the girl from before. Before she even thougfhtreating the SOS Brigade, everywhere she
went in school, she carried the expression of diaharts master who was desperate to find a



worthy opponent in order to showcase her abiliflést expression brought a sense of nostalgia
for me. That was the Haruhi who was bored withrttegliocrity of everyday life, and working
hard to find some excitement, yet never realizing could manifest anything she desires.

Anyway, there can always be time for reminiscenbasnot now. The two of them did not seem
to notice me as they slowly approached me.

As hopeless as it may sound, already | could g sty heart from beating quickly. If | were to
see a doctor now, the two-beat rhythm coming frathiwwould be so loud that he would have
to take his stethoscope off. The weather was fngeand yet | was sweating. | only hope that my
trembling legs are just a part of my imaginatiowals sure I'm not that cowardly.

...... They're here. Haruhi and Koizumi have nowwad before me.

IIHey!II

It took me a lot of effort just to get my voice out

Haruhi lifted her head and exchanged glances wiéh m

Her black stocking-filled legs then stopped walking

"What is it?"

Her gaze was as cold as a freezer's. She scannethohy body with that gaze before moving
her eyes off,

"What do you want with me? No, | should rather aglko are you? I'm not the sort of character
to let anyone say 'Hey! to me. If you want totflygo somewhere else, | don't have any interest in
such activities."

As | was already mentally prepared, that didn't e@s too much of a shock. As expected, this
Haruhi didn't know me.

Koizumi stopped as well and looked at me with @ @bére. From his expression, | don't think
he's even seeing me, let alone knowing who | am.

| turned and spoke to that Koizumi,

"Is this the first time we have met?"

Koizumi shrugged his shoulders lightly and said,
"l believe so. May | ask who you are?"

"Are you a transfer student in this school?"



"l was transferred here this spring...... How didi know I'm a transfer student?"
"Do you know anything about a group that callslitges 'Organization?™
"Organization?' What are you implying?"

His inoffensive smile was the trademark smile thaas familiar with. But the look on his eyes
betrayed a sense of alert. Just like Asahina-s@&gtly doesn't know me.

"Haruhi,"
Haruhi's face twitched and glared at me with hegdalack eyes,

"Who gave you permission to call me by my name®whs on earth are you? | don't remember
asking for the company of perverts or stalkers.|G&ttalready, you're in the way."

"Suzumiya,"

"You're not allowed to call me by my surname eitliéow did you know my name anyway? Are
you from East Junior High? You must be from Norilghi I can tell from that uniform. Just
what is a North High student doing here?"

Haruhi snorted and then turned around,

"Ignore him, Koizumi-kun. Just pretend he nevestad. There's no need to waste time on this
impolite fellow, he's just an idiot anyway. Leta!'ty

Why was Haruhi going home with Koizumi after schb@lould it be that Koizumi has taken
over my role in this world? Though that thought lcaassed my mind for a while, but | wasn't
frantically thinking of that then.

"Wait!"

| grabbed hold of Haruhi's shoulder as she turnea/bid me,

"Let me go!"

Haruhi turned her arm and swung my hand off. Hee faas now full of anger, but that level of
fierceness wasn't enough for me to let her go mowe|se all those hours standing here would be
meaningless.

"You sure are annoying!"

Haruhi bent down and elegantly gave a low kick.



A pain emanated from my ankle, it was so painfat fifelt like | was about to suffocate, though
not enough for me to crawl around on the grounderAinding my balance, | said
disconsolately,

"Just tell me one thing,"

| took out my last ounce of courage. If this doesrk, then I'm out of ideas. This was my last
hope - | then threw out this question,

"Do you remember the Tanabata festival three yago®"

Just as she was about to leave, Haruhi stoppedagaie. Looking at that long dark hair of hers,
| continued,

"On that day, you sneaked into your school and dsfeampes on the school field with white
chalk."

"So what about it?"

Haruhi turned with a furious look on her face,

"Everyone knows about that already! Why are youtioaing this for?"

I chose my words carefully, trying to finish it @sickly as possible,

"You weren't alone in sneaking into school thatihi¢you were with another guy who carried
Asahina...... A little girl. 1t was with him thabwy drew the patterns using white chalk. The
patterns were a message for Hikoboshi and Orihivhesh roughly meant 'l am here......"

| wasn't able to complete my sentence.

Haruhi grabbed my collar with her right hand antlggbme over. Being dragged by a terrifying
force, | involuntarily fell forward, and knocked nigrehead into Haruhi's head, which was hard
as a rock.

"Ouch!"

I looked at her in protest, and her eyes also ldddeck with ferociousness. Her piercing gaze
now shot right into my vision. That was a nostalggze, Haruhi's exasperated face was just as
nostalgic as well.

The girl looked at me with a perplexed face, hensevere close to bursting as she asked,

"How did you know that!? Who told you!? No, | neweld anyone. That time......

Haruhi suddenly stopped, her expression then cliadiganatically as she saw my uniform,



"North High...... Could it be......!? What's yolame?"

I was having difficulty breathing as my tie wasrmgegrabbed tightly by her. Such a savage girl.
No, now's not the time to indulge in memories of léls amazing power. My name? Should |
tell her my real name, which she has never heardrahould | tell her that stupid nickname that
everyone has gotten used to calling me?

No matter which one it was, it would have no effectthis girl before me. | don't think she has
ever heard of those two names. In that case, tieerd only be one name that | can use,

"John Smith,"

Though I tried to say it calmly, it's difficult whd'm being lifted up by the neck. Can't you see
I'm having difficulty breathing....... Just whewas thinking of that, the strong pressure before
my chest was lifted at once.

"......John Smith?"

Haruhi released my collar and looked stunned af&eds stayed there in mid-air. I've rarely
seen her like that. Suzumiya Haruhi looked as thdweg soul has been taken by the grim reaper,

as her mouth was wide open.

"So it's you...... You're that John Smith? Thergjemhigh school student...... Who helped me......
In East Junior High......"

Haruhi suddenly tripped. Her long dark hair covenedeyes, and just as she was about to fall,
Koizumi grabbed hold of her on time.

The link has now been connected.

What do mean 'helped you!?' You practically haddmeverything....But | wasn't going to
waste my time arguing with her. That's it, I'vealiy found some clue! In this completely altered
world, there was one person, and the only persan,shared the same memory as | did.

So itis you.
That person was none other than Suzumiya Haruhi.
If this Haruhi has seen me three years ago in Taaathen this world three years on could be

traced back to that point in time. Not everythidisappears without a trace.” When | traveled
back to three years ago with Asahina-san, andmetuto the present with the help of Nagato's



power, that part of history did indeed exist. | idmow what went wrong in the process, but at
least three years ago, this world was the samedvesrthe one | had known.

Just what went wrong? Why was | the only one windriginal memories?
I guess I'll think about this later on.

| looked at Haruhi, whose jaw was widened as thalghhad seen one of the wonders of the
world, and said to her,

"I'll explain everything. Do you have time? Becaitsea long story......

As the three of us walked shoulder to shoulderuHisspoke,

"I've seen John Smith twice. Not long after that| was on my way home, | heard someone
shout behind me, what did he say...... Ah, yes! &bing like, 'Please take good care of the John
Smith who would shake the world!" What does thaamanyway?"

I've never said such a thing. After making sureudawas out of sight from the track field, |
went and woke up Asahina-san and rushed towardatdagpartment. Could there be another
John Smith? But just what the hell was that Johittstalking about?

It sounded as though he was trying to give sometbiRlaruhi.
"Was that John the same John you saw in East JHigbf"

"He was too far, plus it was dark at the time.n'teemember either of their faces very well. But
his voice sounded like yours, and he was wearinghiNdigh's uniform.”

Things seem to be getting more and more complicdtest when | thought | had things linked
up, the details didn't fit.

We looked for a coffee shop nearby and went indilad wanted to go to the usual coffee shop
the SOS Brigade used for their meetings, sincag avreunion of the SOS Brigade members
after all. Though it was a bit far from where wergie

"This other you that | knew studied in North Higimd on the first day of school, she said the
following......"

Before our orders even arrived, | began my staglgtraway. Before the cafe au lait cooled down
to the point that you could drink it all in one gul had told her the compressed version of
everything that has happened so far, without hgldiamck. Things like an alien, a time traveler



and an esper coming together in the SOS Brigad@andub room being the Literature Club's
room.

| especially told her in detail about my time triivg adventure during Tanabata, as | thought
that was the most important part.

| gave Haruhi a general picture about how she wésnpially a god, a time distortion, and an
evolutionary possibility, as neither of these the®rere confirmed. | only told her that she had
an incredible power hidden within, and how this mmkn power could even change the world.

Just these was enough to make this girl very iatede She constantly went into deep thought,
and then finally said,

"How come you could read the alien language thiaduight up? It is true that those symbols
meant 'l am here, come look for me.™

"Someone translated that for me,"
"You mean that alien?"

"To be precise, a Living Humanoid Interface credigdhe aliens in order to interact with
humans; | remember that's how she puts it."

| told them everything about Nagato Yuki. At figdance she seemed like an extra gift from the
Literature Club to the brigade, but she's actuatily set up as an expressionless quiet
bookworm. | then told them about Asahina-san. Tér@kcosplaying mascot, as well as our
public relations officer and the brigade's excledwa-lady was actually a time traveler from the
future. It was her that | traveled back with to Trenabata three years ago, and it was thanks to
Nagato that we managed to return.

"So that means that John would be you, right? Thdyelieve you, since nothing bad would
come from that. So you were engaged in time tréhes......

Haruhi looked at me with eyes used to examine a tiawveler and nodded her head.

Aren't you being a bit too trusting? | never knesuywvould believe someone so easily. That time
when it was just the two of us looking around tdemnmysterious stuff, you treated my story

like trash when | told you in that coffee shop.

"That other me is an idiot, but | believe you,"

Haruhi leaned forward and added,

"Because believing is more fun!"



| was familiar with this very bright smile which wéike a hundred flowers blossoming. This
was the smile Haruhi had when | saw her smileHerfirst time. It was the million watt smile
she had when she suddenly thought about settinigeuOS Brigade during English class.

"Since that day, | went and investigated everyosamfNorth High. | even infiltrated there for
some time, but | never did see anyone who resendaled. | was angry with myself then for not
remembering his face properly. But now it makessegsince you hadn't even been enrolled at
North High three years ago......"

There were two versions of myself back then, ong mva living as a carefree junior high
schooler, the other one was me being frozen in witie Asahina-san inside Nagato's guest
room.

I might as well bring in the ordeals of this wonéet here,

"In that world Koizumi is an esper. You've helped angreat deal, but you've also given me a lot
of trouble,”

"If that's true, then that's pretty incredible,”

Drinking his tea elegantly, Koizumi said with afrslispicious glance.

| turned once again towards Haruhi,

"Why didn't you come to North High?"

"No particular reason, really. | was only interelste North High because of that incident in
Tanabata. But by the time | entered high schodindeould have graduated already, not to
mention | wasn't able to find him before. Besidésuyouen has a higher university entrance
rate, and my home-room teacher at junior high kegging me to enroll there, so | simply
followed along just to shut him up. Actually it dwet really matter which high school | go to,
really."

| decided to ask Koizumi as well,

"What about you? Why were you transferred here?"

"You ask me why, well, my answer's pretty muchgame as Suzumiya-san's. | simply went to
where my academic abilities led me. Besides, nownbt saying North High's in any way bad,
but Kouyouen was just so much better in terms ofpss facilities."

True enough, North High doesn't even have air ¢amding.

Haruhi sighed and said,

"The SOS Brigade, huh? ...... Sounds like fun,”



All thanks to you.
"If what you said were true,"

Cutting in was Koizumi, he had now toned down hisargng smile and said with an amused
look,

"Judging from your story, there exist two possilas,"
Now that really sounds like something Koizumi wosél.

"The first would be that you have entered a pdratéverse, in which you have arrived from
your world to this world; the second would be ttieg whole world has been changed except for
yourself."

I've thought about that as well.

"Yet, no matter which one it is, there are stilegtions to be answered. If it's the former, then
where did your counterpart in this world go to®'f the latter, it's puzzling as to why you are
the only one who remained unchanged. Unless yopdmjp possess some incredible power,
then that would explain a lot."

I don't, and this | can guarantee.

Koizumi made his annoying trademark gesture bygding his shoulders gracefully and
continued,

"If you have entered a parallel universe, then yust find a way to return to the world from
whence you came from. If it's the world being coetglly altered, then you must find a way to
restore the world to its original form. No mattenieh possibility it is, in order to resolve this,
you have to find the culprit behind all this, sinte possible that the culprit would know how to
return things to normal.”

Who else could it be besides Haruhi?

"Who knows? Maybe it's some invader from an alteernmiverse using Earth as a gaming
platform. There might even be some evil masterntadl would appear in the future.”

| could tell at once that he was making up allha$ s he went along, since it was obvious from
his tone that Koizumi was bullshitting. Yet Haruhdln't notice this at all, and her eyes even
glimmered as she said,

"I'd sure like to meet this Nagato-san and Asalsiava-Oh yeah, I'd also want to have a look at
that club room. If it was really me that has chahtiee world, then maybe we would remember
something if we were to meet. Don't you think so, titohn?"



Yeah, that's right. | had no reason to objectil girl really was behind all this - or at ledsat's
what | think anyway - then maybe it could triggenmeething within her, and even Nagato and
Asahina-san would be able to remember me. Oncaligre and time traveler had returned to
normal, then everything else can be resolved edddpng on, did she just call me John?

"You said you're called Kyon, right? John soundsdoesince it feels more like a person's name,
not to mention it's a very common Western namd.whe gave you that Kyon nickname? It
doesn't sound as though people respect you at all.”

It was my aunt who gave me that nickname, whilesmster was responsible for spreading it far
and wide. Despite this, | felt very satisfied ast8uzumiya complaining about it. | wonder why,
as it wasn't that long ago since | last heardriiekname.

"Then, let's go."

I might as well try asking,

"Now? Where to?"

Haruhi had already stood up and yelled boastfuliye,

"To North High, of course!"

In a blink of an eye, Haruhi, who couldn't evemsttavaiting for the automatic door to open, had
already rushed out of the coffee shop.

That was so Haruhi of her to do that, | was vehgved to see that.

Haruhi, you sure are something. Once you thinkoofiething, you'll always get into action in
less than two seconds. That's definitely you. Evieng you kick the club room door open with a
bullish attitude, we would know that you would hagme amazing idea to announce. Nagato
seemed to be the only one who would remain calm....

"Oh shit!"

I looked at my watch. It was way past school tifead completely forgotten about the promise
I made while | was at Nagato's apartment yesterdsgid | would go to the clubroom the next
day, and yet | was late. An image floated in mycheBNagato looking depressed as she
desperately waited for someone to knock on the.dlease wait a little longer. I'll be on my
way.

Koizumi picked up the bill that Haruhi left behiadd said,

"So am | just paying for Suzumiya-san only?"

If you're paying for me as well, I'll tell you evemore.



"Then, I'm all ears,"

I simply threw back everything that this esper bag ever told me. Things like the anthropic
principle, or how Haruhi is a God, as well as haw¥ent to great lengths to stage a murder
mystery on a lone island in order to keep Haruletained.

Seeing Koizumi going into deep thought, | asked,him

"Could Haruhi be the culprit or is it someone affegether? Which do you think is correct?"

"If the Suzumiya-san that you mention really doessgss omnipotent powers, then it's possible
that it could be her doing,"

Well, | couldn't think of any other person. Butthé that's really the case, this means Haruhi
has kept Koizumi by her side while casting NagAsgghina-san and me aside. | don't want to
sound like I'm complaining, but | just don't bekeMaruhi's more obsessed with Koizumi than
any one of us. Was this part of Haruhi's unconscmwers at work as well?

"Does that mean | should be feeling honoured atgoehosen by Suzumiya-san?"

Koizumi giggled and continued,

"After all, I...... Yes, | fancy Suzumiya-san,"”

...... Are you serious!?"

You are joking!?

"l think she's a very captivating person,”

Now where have | heard that before? Koizumi weninca serious tone,

"Yet, Suzumiya-san is only interested in my supgfiattributes. She said it was only because
I'm a transfer student that she bothered to speatet As I'm just a normal transfer student, she
seems to be getting bored of it lately. In that EiFade that you mentioned, what sort of
special attributes did you have? If you have ntimen that means Suzumiya-san is very fond of
you, that is if that Suzumiya-san is the same peasothe Suzumiya-san | know,"

No matter when it was, | don't think I've writterta my resume any skills that would get me
sent straight to a funny farm, besides the pretglass skill of getting myself unwittingly
dragged into mysterious events.

Haruhi stuck her head through the door and yellets avith a bright smile on her face,

"Why're you two still here? Hurry up already!"



While Koizumi waited at the counter for the waisés count the change, | took my first step
from the heat-filled coffee shop back into the colddoors where a single breath becomes
visible.

A taxi awaited outside the entrance of the coffegps Seems like Haruhi had hailed it. It looks
like she wanted to get to North High as soon asiptes By the way, this wasn't the mysterious
black cab that Koizumi and | would occasionallyerioh, but a normal yellow cab.

"To North High, full speed ahead!"

Haruhi ordered the driver as she leapt onto the ldalowed with Koizumi and sat in the back
seat. The middle-aged driver didn't wince at bardgered around by a little girl, but merely
smiled squeamishly and stepped on the gas pedal.

"I don't really mind if you barge into North Highl,'said to the side of Haruhi's face, "But your
uniform would stand out too much. Students fromeosthools would need a reason to get in, or
it'd be troublesome if the teachers found out.”

Haruhi was wearing her black suit uniform, whileikani was in his gakuran uniform. There
weren't many students around in the afternoon streas a half school day, but if they were to
enter the territory of sailor uniformed and navyékuit uniformed students like that, they would
be openly declaring that they were from anotheosth

"Well, that's......"

Haruhi thought for three seconds, then said,

"John, did you have PE lesson today? No, it doesatter even if you didn't. Your PE uniform
is placed in your classroom, right?"

Well, | was playing football during PE in the firstssion.

"Then, did you bring your PE uniform and track 8uit

| did, but why're you asking that for?

Haruhi smiled enigmatically,

"l will now tell you my plan for this mission. JohKoizumi-kun, lend me your ears."

Does it really matter if the taxi driver overheancerything? Yet we still obediently leaned
forward and listened as Haruhi quietly laid out hegsion briefings.

"That really sounds like what you'd do,"

| replied, and took a glance at Koizumi, who gaw®mplicated look as he grimaced.



| got off the cab nearby North High first and wéatk to my classroom in order to prepare for
Haruhi's infiltration of North High.

By the way, the cab fare was also paid for by Kizurhis Koizumi was basically Haruhi's
walking wallet. | don't know what that poor felldvas done to her to deserve this. Could his
feelings for Haruhi be romantic? I'd really likedsk just what does he fancy in Haruhi. Yet |
remember Taniguchi once said that despite beingndc, Haruhi was quite popular with the
guys in junior high. That's not surprising; if dmedn't created the SOS Brigade in this school,
then she would be busy shunning every guy that sdampursue her indiscriminately. Does that
mean the SOS Brigade is actually Haruhi's sanctuBgybecoming the undisputed leader of
such a mysterious club, any sensible guy wouldraatizally avoid her like a batter dodging a
powerful pitch. Instead of being struck out threeets and getting hit on the head by the ball,
most people would prefer avoiding the ball altogetnd taking it easy while walking towards
the first base.

I thought this to myself while heading towards tbg floor.

There weren't a lot of people in the school complbext it wasn't entirely empty. Students who
decided to stay for their club activities becaumsy/thad nothing better to do at home were
scattered here and there. Fortunately, the 1-Srdam was empty. Actually | was quite afraid of
being caught by Okabe-sensei. If | were him, | wlomblnt to know why someone who has
decided to take the rest of the day off would wargneak back into the classroom.

Someone decided to help out and tidied my deskes$git's probably Asakura. | was wondering
where my books and stationery went, turns out these put away. Only my bag hung on one
side of my desk, while the leather shoes that | lmaking for were hung on the other side of the
desk.

"She sure has everything thought out."

| sighed at Haruhi's meticulousness as | took loeitsack containing my PE uniform. Inside this
huge sports bag was a short sleeve PE shirt, @psinorts, a trainer jacket and a pair of
trousers, all of which were worn during PE in thistfsession. The infiltration plan that Haruhi
thought up of in the cab was obviously "disguisisgNorth High students." "Koizumi-kun
would wear your PE costume, while I'll put on theljet and trousers. Then we'll simply run
through the front gate, anyone will simply think'veefrom the Athletics Club and have just
finished our jogging. This plan is perfect."

In other words, like insects, we have to learn howamouflage ourselves. At least it was better
than having to randomly grab a guy and a girl fidanth High on their way home and take their
clothes off.



"Well, that's not a bad idea either,"

Haruhi said nonchalantly as she stood from a coséch was quite a distance from the school
gate while waiting for me.

"It's less likely we'll be suspected if we dresdike you. Why didn't you tell us of this even
better idea before?"

That's highway robbery! How could | be expecteddcsuch a thing?

Haruhi untied the ropes on my sack and mercilgsshed it upside down, emptying its contents.
The four pieces of clothes were now lying on theatete road as a result.

"Did you wash them?"
About a week ago.
"Excuse me, Suzumiya-san,”

Koizumi looked at my muddy PE uniform, like a désaouse staring desperately at the
Mongolian tiger that has been forced it into a dead corner, and said,

"So where do we get changed? Is there some hiddea pearby?"
"We can change here,"
Haruhi replied swiftly, and grabbed the trousersrate.

"There aren't many people here, and it's not tbiak i€ you change quickly. Don't worry, I'll turn
around. John, you turn around as well, we'll cdeehim,"

She glanced quickly at me. What's that supposeaen?

"l wouldn't mind being watched,"

She smiled mischievously, then proceeded to putrtusers on under her skirt.
"I never knew you had such long legs."

She knelt down to fold up the long trousers, adjusting the length, she then stood up and
unhooked her skirt.

The skirt simply slid down from her waist. She theak off her black blazer. As she begun to
unbutton her blouse, | quickly turned aside.

"It doesn't matter. I'm wearing a T-shirt insidgraay."



The blouse fell on top of the blazer and skirfolndy turned my gaze back. Wearing a short-
sleeved plain white T-shirt and a pair of sportsisers, Haruhi stood proudly while her long hair
fluttered in the wind. As | stared at her like tHatuddenly had an urge to see a certain sight
once again.

"Hey, do you want to tie a ponytail?"

Haruhi looked back at me,

"What for?"

No particular reason, just my preference really.

Haruhi snorted casually,

"Tying a ponytail may look easy, but tying a nianptail is easier said than done!"

Nevertheless, from her blazer on the ground, Hadk out a rubber band and elegantly tied
her long dark hair behind her head.

Nevertheless, from her blazer on the ground, Haruhi took out a rubber band and elegantly tied her long
dark hair behind her head.

"This isn't so bad. Now | look more like I'm frommet Athletics Club. So you think it's OK?"
| think it's marvelous. For me, her charm has iasesl by at least 36%.

"Jerk."



Just as | was wondering how to react to this, lized she was only pretending to be angry. |
ought to have known better.

Though it took a while longer, even Koizumi hadghred changing. It must've been tough on
him to wear a short-sleeve T-shirt and shorts ohdteezing weather. Not to mention he had to
wear someone else's clothes, so it must've fath @dculiar. Shivering with goosebumps,
Koizumi asked,

"Suzumiya-san, you're not going to wear your jackght? Mind if | borrow it?"

Haruhi was also wearing short sleeves, yet shedareile that was enough to repel the cold and
said,

"No can do. | need that jacket to conceal my bag.dlready come this far disguised like this,
I'm not going to let one bag ruin it."

Indeed, the schoolbags for Kouyouen School andiNgigh were slightly different in their
exterior design. Haruhi opened up the track sckealike a table cloth and wrapped it around
her and Koizumi's bags, and then ordered me tg tiaem. She then stuffed all her clothes and
Koizumi's into my sack, and asked me to carry ésatvell.

"Now then,"

Haruhi placed her arms on her hips and said,

"Now we look like we just came back from marathoagtice. Not bad, huh?"

You're not bad, of course, but what about me? Woeudd you find an Athletic Club member
carrying a lot of stuff while going on marathonitiag in regular uniform all at the same time?

"Well, you could think of yourself as the managéthe Athletic Club! And now! One, two,
fight! One, two, fight!"

As the ponytailed girl ran off, | exchanged glanedth Koizumi. Then, we shrugged our
shoulders at the same time as we followed her.

Both this Koizumi and | knew very well that it wasmendously difficult to stop Haruhi from
running off, no matter what the circumstances. &ides chasing after her, there was nothing
else we could do.

It's always been like that, right?
I don't know if it's a good or bad thing, but ualiKouyouen, the gates at North High are always

open. Guards are nowhere to be found. Everythirggeing according to plan; Haruhi's phony
marathon run while shouting slogans came to argerakly as we safely arrived at our



destination, the entrance hall. | never thougiatld be such a hassle just to bring Haruhi and
Koizumi into my school; they were still enteringdaleaving this place regularly three days ago.

"Such an old complex! Why are the walls prefabed& Are prefecture schools really that poor?
| was right not to enroll here."

| listened to her very correct statement while itngrmy gaze away from the rows of shoe
lockers. | had already changed into my indoor shdest when | was wondering whether there
were any more slippers for guests, Haruhi had @yreasually opened the locker nearest to her
and was holding some random student's shoes.

It was just like Haruhi to do that. | instinctivatyade a strange smile.

"What are you smiling for? You sure look stupids Hot like | did anything funny."

After she said that, | quickly took my smile ofh&was right: no matter what laws Haruhi might
break, now was not the time to be smiling.

| was thinking Taniguchi's foot size was probalidpat the same as Koizumi's, so | went and
took Taniguchi's shoes and gave them to him.

"Sorry about that.”

With a tone didn't sound sorry at all, Koizumi tkad me politely and put on the shoes. | stuffed
the sneakers that he was wearing into Taniguatleer.

| then took their bags, which were wrapped undefjdlcket, and carried them under my arm
again.

"I'll lead the way, follow me."
"Hold it!"

As | was about to walk off, Haruhi stopped me. 8heonsciously toyed with her ponytail with
her fingers and said,

"That alien Nagato-san, she's in the LiteraturebCilight?

To be precise, the current Nagato is a normal bajimol girl who was formerly an alien.
Regardless, | guess she's still waiting for meoto& over right now.

"That Nagato-san probably wouldn't run away. Lgt'get that time traveller Asahina-san.
Where is she?"

She's probably gone home..Suddenly a thought came to my mind. My instincésen't just for
show, | didn't even need to trace my memoriesnisay confidently that this Asahina-san who



doesn't know me was carrying some calligraphy teatls her. Before she got dragged into the
SOS Brigade, she was a member of the Calligrapbip.Alhat means she's still at school right
now.

"All right then, this way."

I'm sorry, Nagato. Please wait just a little long&fe have to go to the Calligraphy Club room

before coming to look for you. Silently praying tilae Calligraphy Club was in today, |
naturally increased my speed.

The one who opened the door to the club room washtarhat girl simply had no concept of
the etiquette of knocking. | wasn't in the moodkicture her on such minor details, while
Koizumi stood uneasily at the corridor.

There were three girls in the Calligraphy Club roanfooked like they were practicing writing
calligraphy for new year greetings.

"Which one of you here is Asahina-san?"
"......Can | help you?"

The smallest of the three girls widened her eyelssaid in a timid voice through her cherry red
lips.

"What is it......"
Asahina-san was sitting elegantly on the chairdingl her brush in mid-air.

I leaned past Haruhi's shoulder and inspectedattva r Tsuruya-san wasn't here. | breathed a
sigh of relief. | remembered that she wasn't inGadigraphy Club.

Haruhi whispered to my ear,
"It's her, right? Is she really a second year sitRl&he looks more like a junior high student.”
"l too thought she was a junior high student. But'se right, she's Asahina-san."

After hearing that, Haruhi walked in huge stridad &egan to bullshit at this little angel, who
had stiffened while holding her brush,

"I'm Suzumiya of the Student Council's InformatbDivision. Asahina-san, the reason I've come
is because there's something | need to ask yoyoDdave a moment?"



You ought to script your lies better, especiallyantyou're dressed in a short-sleeve T-shirt and
sports trousers!

Asahina-san blinked her eyes nonstop and said aslyo

"Student Council...... Information Division? Whatthat...... But | don't know anything,"

"It doesn't matter, just come with me!"

Haruhi snatched her brush and threw it by the gidbe paper, then grabbed Asahina-san's arm
and forcefully pulled her up. The other club mensheere too stunned and frightened to be able
to say anything. If Tsuruya-san were here, | mighte been able to observe an interesting, out-
of-this-world fight between her and Haruhi. Harulmapped her arms around Asahina-san's
waist and simply abducted her without giving anlargtion.

"Your breasts...... They're huge. Hmm, you're dire kind. | like it!"

Haruhi said cheerfully as she groped the breasts ofpper classman from another school.
"Kyaa! Wah! Wh... Wha... Eh!?"

Noticing me standing by the door, Asahina-san's ejdened even further. She was probably
thinking, It's that pervert from the other dajsahina-san looked fearfully as well at Koizumi,
who had to stand on one foot to keep warm as hegettimg frozen while standing in the
corridor. Koizumi looked at Asahina-san as thoumbking at a stranger and said,

"I'm not a bad person, honest."

Stop trying to act as though you have nothing tevib it. Especially when you're dressed like
that, Koizumi. It won't work.

Like a mother trying to stop her child from runniagay once being told she had to go see the
dentist, Haruhi carried a struggling Asahina-saranog said,

"Hey, John, that leaves just Nagato-san. Hurryngptake me to her."
| don't need you to tell me that.

After all, I have to rush over to that place befsome keen-eyed student or teacher who had
discovered that | skipped classes finds me.

The place located on the third floor of the compgtarwn as the Old Shack, the headquarters of
the SOS Brigade, which is officially known as thabcroom for the Literature Club.



This time | knocked on the door before opening it.
"Hey, Nagato."

The bespectacled girl lifted her gaze from thekiinardback library book on the table,

Seeing it was me, Nagato breathed a sigh of relief,
"Eh?"

When she saw Haruhi following me in, her eyes wadkn

When she saw Koizumi entered last, she was spesschle

"Hi there,”

Haruhi smiled brightly. After making sure everyomas in the room, she went and locked the
door.Click! Upon hearing this sound, both Nagato and Asahamahad the same reaction - their
bodies stiffened up in fear.

"W... What are you doing?"

It was just like that day, Asahina-san was closte#os.

"W... Where is this place? Why did you bring med®eAnd, w... Why are you locking the door?
What do you want with me?"

It was the exact same response, even | was movedrnt® by this nostalgia.
"Shut up!"

Just like that day, Haruhi had the situation fantlgfunder control, she then inspected the whole
room.



"So that four-eyed girl is Nagato-san? Hi thene! 8uzumiya Haruhi! This one here in PE
uniform is Koizumi-kun; while this little girl herevith extraordinarily large breasts is Asahina-
san. As for that guy, you should know him, righ#&dohn Smith!"

"John Smith...?"

Nagato looked stunned as she pushed the rims @fid®ses and looked at me in disbelief. |
shrugged my shoulders and accepted this stupid.raatle Kyon and John sounded stupid

anyway.

"So... This is the SOS Brigade, huh? There's ot ia here, but it's not a bad room. It's worth
bringing some stuff over."

Like a curious cat being brought to a new resideReguhi wandered around the room, looked
out of the window, examined the books on the boekdboking interested, and then she said to
me,

"So, what do we do next?"

Don't tell me you didn't think of that before deoigito come over? Man, that was so like
Haruhi's way of thinking.

"I'm for making this room as our headquarters,itaiso inconvenient to get here. It'll be a waste
of time to come over here after school. | don'tehamy connections with anyone from North
High. Oh yeah, why don't we just set a time andtraethe coffee shop in front of the station?"

After saying this, no one besides me and the did was talking knew what was going on.

Nagato looked like a doll with a troubled look; Ag@a-san acted strangely as she trembled;
while Koizumi began his miming act.

I've got to say something, however, before | wds abspeak...

Ding!

Suddenly, the computer which no one touched mawhe ®ectronic noises. Nagato turned her
head instinctively.

"Huh?"

Asahina-san had to lift her hips in order to seatwiras going on. All my knowledge about how
these machines work has been sucked away by thrggst computer.



The ancient cathode ray tube screen made a stasie,rand slowly illuminated - | only knew
this from the reflection on Nagato's glasses.

This was supposed to be corresponded by the sdiuthd bard disk spinning, yet no sound

could be heard. I've seen this happen before..l Mmember back then | had to turn the

machine on first... The OS screen did not appeatead the screen displayed an odd appearance
that looked very familiar...

"Let me have a look,"

My body moved on its own. | pushed Haruhi aside @ashed to the front of the screen.

Silently displayed on the dark gray screen wasedif words.

YUKI.N > | f you are reading this, | am probably no | onger nyself.

...Yes, that's it, Nagato...

"What's going on here? No one's typing anythinig, thcreepy!"

"Maybe it's been programmed to turn on at a cettaia? But this computer sure looks old. It
must've been a lot of work for such an old macHine.

| could not listen to anything Haruhi and Koizuraidbehind me. | didn't even dare to blink, for

fear of missing a single word or sentence. | canddr my heart thumping in my ears as | stared
at the screen.

YUKI . N > When this nessage appears, it neans that you, nme, Suzum ya Haruhi,
Asahi na M kuru and Koi zum Itsuki have all been gathered here.

It was as if the words were moving to match my negdpeed. Without any decorative
description, the cursor then typed out the follaywvords:

YUKI.N > This is the key. You have found the answer.



| didn't exactly find the answer. It was more like stumbling into it while being forcefully
dragged by Haruhi along with Koizumi. This Harubiresis quite useful... By the way, Nagato,
it's been a while.

| watched the words on the screen feeling nostalgiough the lines were silent, inside my heart
| could hear Nagato reading each word monotonod$ig.cursor continued to move:

YUKI.N > This is the Emergency Escape Program To activate it, hit the
"Enter" key, otherw se

hit any other key. Once activated, you will be given a chance to repair the
space-time conti nuum

However, neither success nor your safe return can be guaranteed

Emergency Escape......Program. That's it! It'§ii; computer!

YUKI . N > This program can only be executed once. Once it is executed, it
will be deactivated

Shoul d you choose not to activate it, it will also be deactivated. Are you
ready?

This was the last line of words. The cursor atehe flickered non-stop.
Should I hit "Enter"? Or should I hit some otheyRe
When | came to my senses, | realized Haruhi wakipg®ver my shoulder.

"What does it all mean? Is it some secret orgaimzatJohn, stop fooling around and explain
already!"

| completely ignored Haruhi, Koizumi and AsahinarsBuring this moment, my eyes were
neither fixed on Haruhi in her ponytail, Koizuminmy PE uniform, nor the ever-so-cute
Asahina-san. | had put all my attention onto tlisiputer and the only other person in this
room. | said to the bespectacled girl who was is¢gait the screen looking stunned:
"Nagato, do you have any recollection of this?"

"...No,"



"Are you sure?"
"Why do you ask?"

Why was she in such a hurry to deny any involvefinwas you who is typing those words.|
had wanted to say that, but if | did, this Nagatwid probably freak out.

| decided to examine the last part of the message again.

This was a message Nagato left for me, it was thgakd that | had always known that wrote it.
To be honest, | didn't really understand what Brisergency Escape Program meant, and the
disclaimer about success not being completely gueed unsettled me.

Yet, I've come this far, there's no point frettadgput it. | used to place my entire trust on that
Nagato, and | could only trust her again now. Snely makes any mistakes. Besides trusting
Nagato, the silent alien-created Living Humanoigiface who has saved my life numerous
times, who else could | trust? If | doubt even wéta says, then | really need to doubt what my
mind is thinking.

"Hey, John. What's wrong? You look so strange."

Haruhi's voice sounded as if it came from a distanc

"Please leave me alone for a while. I'm trying tgamize my thoughts."

Right now, | really needed to think things overHAruhi and Koizumi who study in a different
school, an Asahina-san who wasn't a time travelet,a Nagato who doesn't seem to know
anything. After thinking about these, | realizedttthese weren't the things | should be worrying

about now.

The words written by Nagato on the screen werghlesonal thoughts. The genuineness of that
message cannot be doubted.

| stretched my arms and took a deep breath.

That's it...

The only thing | was sure was that | wanted toagetof this world. | wanted to see the SOS
Brigade once again, which | was so familiar witatth has become a part of my daily life, as
well as everyone in that world. The Haruhi, Asaksaa, Koizumi and Nagato here weren't the
ones that | knew. There was no 'Organization’ tegrated Data Entity here, and the adult
version of Asahina-san would never visit this wpdihce everything's so messed up.

It didn't take me long to make up my mind.

| took out a crumpled piece of paper from my jacket



"I'm sorry, Nagato, but you can have it back."

Nagato's pale fingers slowly reached out to rectfieeblank club application form. Once | let
go, the application form flickered about, thougarthwas hardly any wind in here. After missing
her grip once, she finally grabbed hold of it tee@nd time around.

"This..."
Nagato's voice was even shaking, her eyes concbkyledr eyelashes.

"However," | quickly explained, "To tell the truthwas already a member of this room to begin
with. There was no need for me to join the LiteratGlub, as for the reason..."

Haruhi, Koizumi and Asahina-san all looked and me #nought\What the hell is he talking
about?Nagato's expression was covered by her haircealtin't see properly. It doesn't matter.
Don't worry, Nagato. No matter what happens nékgéfinitely return to this room.

"As for the reason, that's because I'm a memb#rec$0S Brigade."
Are you ready?
You bet.

| stretched out my finger and hit the "Enter" key.

In the next moment......

"Whoal!?"

When | stood up, | was hit by a very intense diegs | involuntarily grabbed hold of the desk
as my vision spun before me. | could feel my eazing as | heard the sounds of people talking
coming from afar. Everything went black. | lost sdinse of balance, I felt as though | was
drifting around, just like a tree leaf that haddalinto a rapid, spinning forever non-stop. The
voices calling me started to drift away, what werey trying to say? Was it John or Kyon? |
wasn't sure myself, it didn't sound like it's frétaruhi. It's so dark, am | falling? Where was |
falling to? Someone should at least tell me.

My thoughts were in complete chaos. Were my eyaléyrepen? | couldn't see anything, nor
could I hear anything. | could only feel myselfdting. Just where was my body? What about
Haruhi? Everything's gone twisted. Koizumi, Asakgaa, where am 1? Just where was | going?
Just what awaits me in this Emergency Escape Rrdgyra



"Whoa!?"

| yelled once again, my ankles were nearly cragsetbarely managed to support myself. It was
only then | realized | was still standing.

"What the hell...?"

It was dark everywhere, though not dark enough #lgeu couldn't see your own fingers. | was
relieved | could still see.

"Where am I..."

Looking out at the dim lights shining into the wawvd, | confirmed my position. This looks like a
room, and | seem to be holding on to a table. @rotahe table was an old computer...

"The Literature Club room!"

It was the Literature Club room from before.

Yet Nagato wasn't here. Haruhi, Asahina-san andufoi had also vanished. Only | remained.
The sun seems to have set already, even thougiglsinis still shining through the window a
while ago. It's gone dark rather a bit too quickdked through the window and into the
sparsely populated night skies, seeing the fevg giitering. Time sure flies by quickly.

The room was the same as before. There was a balflksliong table, and an old computer. |
understood at once just by seeing these. | didtutm to my original world, since there wasn't
any stuff from the SOS Brigade. The Commander'kDesn't here, neither was Asahina-san's
cosplay wardrobe. It was still an empty Literat@lab room ...but...

The sweat on my forehead dripped into my eyesoinpitly wiped them off with the sleeves of
my jacket.

Something's not right.
Just what was this disorienting feeling? | alrekdgw where | was. This was indeed the
Literature Club roomAre you a taiko drumPsuddenly remembered the pun Taniguchi made

earlier, but that's not the problem. Yes, the mobWasn't about where this place was.

"This is..."



Suddenly, | discovered the truth of why | was feglso disoriented! At the same time, my body
temperature felt as though it has risen sharplythat wasn't quite accurate. The truth was that
the surrounding temperature was already high, henckody temperature had risen as well, so
it wasn't an illusion.

| couldn't take it anymore, and took off my jack&ll.the pores in my body opened up at once
and sweated. | then took off my sweater and ralledhe sleeves of my shirt, yet the heat
accumulated inside the room barely dispersed.

"This is too hot!"

| began to grumble.

"It's feels as hot as..."

A hot summer's night.

In that case, there was only one question | shbeldsking right now,

What season is it right now?

Chapter 4

Chapter 4

| believe anyone who has experienced it would khow scary it is to walk alone at school in
the dark.

I hung my jacket over my shoulder and walked sloay of the club room. Like a ninja, | tried
not to make any sound when walking down the st&wsry time | reached a corner, | would
always take a look around me before moving anyéurtit sure was exhausting! | had no idea
what date it was in this North High, but it'd beublesome if | was seen by an on-duty teacher. |
wouldn't even know how to explain this--in factyish someone would explain all this to me
instead!

| walked sweatily under the humid air and finakached the entrance hall.

"Now, what do we have here..."



After saying that, | opened my shoe locker. Insigdge someone else's indoor shoes--1 was
pretty sure they weren't mine. | quickly eliminatbd possibility of someone opening the wrong
locker and taking my shoes by mistake. It was tiddha of summer right now, that means I've
once again leaped into another dimension -- I'ntecamazed | could have such an imagination.
The current owner of this shoe locker wasn't mésbmeone from this world or dimension. |
wasn't as surprised as | expected myself to begrelitecause | was already used to this stuff, or
because | was already numb to such overwhelmingteve

"Can't be helped.”

Obviously it wouldn't look nice to be wearing ind@hoes outside, but | was left with no other
choice. My priority was to leave the school complég expected, the entrance door was locked
tight at night. So | walked to a nearby window,aaied it and opened it carefully. | slowly
inhaled the fragrant night breeze and leaped @mwihdow and onto the stony steps, where
Haruhi had awoken me when we had been inside thlke&®imension.

| stopped for about ten seconds. After making serene could see me, | continued onward.

It was just as hot outside the school complex. Was a typical, humid Japanese summer heat. |
just came over from the freezing cold winter, doral sweat glands were now opening up like
mad. | wiped the sweat off my face with my longested shirt and headed towards the gate.

It was easy once | was outside. | must thank thedts non-existent security--I only needed to
climb over the fence and that was it. After clindpiover, | picked up my jacket which | had
thrown across beforehand, and looked up at theystky as | pondered my next move.

Right now, | need to know what date and what titne now. After all, there was a huge time
difference between the past and the future.

Might as well walk down the hill first. There shdube a convenience store along the way. If |
walked into a nearby residence and asked, "Whatamdhmonth is it today?" I'd probably be
treated as a demented high school student anddagkéy the authorities. Better to go
somewhere where | could find out the date withawimg to ask someone.

"Still, it's quite hot..."

| was already hot as | was wearing my winter umifobut now even my trousers were glued to
my legs by all the sweat. At that moment, | truétdd the inventor of these synthetic fibers. Not
to mention this winter uniform doesn't even keep warm in winter; it's only designed to look
nice.

The fact that | was mumbling about such stuff meélaat my brain was beginning to function
properly again. Instead of freezing in the wintexitig for spring to arrive, I'd rather be
complaining about how hot summer was while wavirigm Besides, I've had too many
memories of my first summer in high school, thotiggy were all physically and mentally
exhausting, yet once | got them over with, theyemérso bad at all. At least | got to see



Asahina-san in a swimsuit. | don't think we've lbag SOS Brigade style activities in winter so
far.

My mind was occupied with the taste of the hotlpgas missing as | walked down the slope.
After fifteen minutes, | finally saw an illuminatesign. It was a convenience store which |
occasionally go to so | can grab a bite on my wayé. At least | knew another thing, the
current time was before the store closes for tlye da

| couldn't wait for the automatic doors to opend sooked around the wall once | got inside. It
took some time for me to get used to the coolnéfseoair conditioning. During this time, |
looked heartily at the analogue clock hanging ewtiall.

Eight thirty.

As the sun had already set, it should be eightythirnight.

What about the date? What year was it? There wWiekands of newspapers on the rack. Any one
would do. | randomly picked up a sports daily ia flont and browsed very quickly at the
contents. It doesn't matter what was being writesen if it were the wildest imaginations
cooked up by some third-rate tabloid, they wouldo'so far as to fake the date at the top of the
page, as well, would they?

My gaze stopped on a certain spot, and | saw it.

A set of numbers, which some people would condidgsky, entered my vision.

What year was it? As though | was trying to swaltbw paper, | carefully confirmed the year
that was printed on top. The store assistant tagkiek glance at me looking annoyed, but |
couldn't care less about that now.

| stared at the four digit number again and adainsubtracted the year | had arrived from--
where | was still having a cold December--from year on this sports daily... Even a kid would
know the answer to such a simple math question.

"So that's how it is, Nagato..."

I lifted my head from the newspaper and sighed lyespl looked at the ceiling.

The joyously romantic Tanabata festival.

Today was the 7th of July of three years ago.



Tanabata, three years ago... Just what happeniisaay?

The Tanabata of "this year" was like a rhapsodggrafriting our wishes and hanging them out
on a bamboo stick, | had accepted Asahina-santiion and traveled back in time to this day.
Afterwards, | met the adult version of Asahina-saho urged me to go to East Junior High that
night. And so, | came across a seventh-grade Hahdnit to climb over the fence and was
dragged along to help her write a message to sptge on the school's track field with white
chalk.

Thereatfter, | brought Asahina-san (small), who hlesttime-traveling device called a TPDD, to
Nagato's high-class apartment, and there the tws sfept for three years, allowing us to return
to where we came from...

"That means..."

This was easier than a simple math problem. Aéldded to do was trace back what | had done
that day. That's it, I've finally got the gist tfthe essential step needed to restore the twisted
world back to order.

It has to be like that, right?

My legs were trembling hard, not from fear but eatthe thrilling sensation from realizing that
something very important needs to be done.

Three years ago. Tanabata. East Junior High. Tleemgus signs. John Smith.

As all the seemingly unrelated pieces begin towgnd finally came to a conclusion. It was a
simple yet clear conclusion, | spoke the samedimee again,

"That means..."
"They" are "here".
The seductively charming Asahina-san (big) and\thgato Yuki in standby mode.

The two helpful people who could assist me werbtriggre in this time period.

| threw down the newspaper and bolted out of threvenience store, thinking as | ran along.

| remember that the first time when | came to thyears ago, which was right now, Asahina-san
had woken me up on a bench in the park near Kouy&tation and told me "It's about nine at
night." If | were to run for about half an houshould be able to reach there in time. The only



problem was whether the culprit had also made absatgthis time period. If there were
changes, then | would not find my other self thémeany case, I've got to make contact with
Asahina-san (big) or Nagato in her luxury apartment could meet both. That means there
were two places | should go, the question was wttege first.

Nagato would be in her apartment all the time, sould see her anytime, but | would only find
Asahina-san (big) in that specific time and place.

Dressed as a teacher, this adult Asahina-san wamewho had given me a hint concerning
Snow White and quickly left, hailing from an evemther future than the Asahina-san | knew.
The image of her pinching her younger self's faw® @miling cheerfully was still fresh in my
memory.

That Asahina-san must know who | am, there shoeldddoubt about that.

Though the park wasn't far from the station, tiveeee hardly any people there. Maybe it's
because it's very late now; this is an ideal tioreafl types of suspicious characters to come out.
Is this the holy land for freaks | wonder... | vibgking the same thing when [ first came here
during the last Tanabata visit.

| didn't feel like making a grand entrance, sod kawalk alongside the brick wall of the park in
the dark. Though it's called a wall, it was onlytalas my waist, while on top of it was a large
wire fence, and surrounding it were all sorts adhms. It was extremely easy to hide without
being seen by anyone inside the park in the dayteh@lone at night, though I'll need to be
careful of any pedestrians outside giving me wgades behind my back.

| recalled the position of the bench where | hadevoup that time and slowly moved along the
wall to find an ideal hiding spot.

It was nearly nine at night.

| guess what I'm doing can be called voyeurismeigticking my neck out from within the
bushes, I finally saw what | wanted to see.

"...That's the one."

It feels like watching myself starring in a moviealso feels like watching myself from a third-
person's perspective in a dreamscape.

"But how am | gonna explain this..."



The bench appeared under the illumination of thgpks as though being showered by the bright
light. Though it was a bit far, | couldn't be migta, the two people on top were both wearing
North High uniforms. It was as | remembered.

My past self and Asahina-san were sitting rightehe

That other "me" was lying horizontally, resting hisad on Asahina-san's lap while sleeping. I'd
be lying if | said | wasn't dreaming of anythingodrooling over. If a person couldn't get
sweet dreams using the world's most precious pjltben there's no way he could ever sleep in
peace.

Being used as a pillow, Asahina-san would occadliptake a look at me sleeping on her lap, or
blow softly into my ear, or toy around with it. Manwas feeling jealous already... No, wait, why
was | feeling jealous over myself, anyway?

For a moment, | really felt like shoving off thaher "me" and taking his place, but in the end |
decided to suppress that impulse. The "me" inttiie did not see my other self then. If | rushed
out now, things would just get complicated... rigfihe space-time continuum was already
messed up as it is; the last thing | want is togmiesp further myself.

Withholding my body's irrational impulsivenessohntinued my role as a Peeping Tom. The
more | thought about it, the more pleased | wak wiyself for managing to keep my composure
at such an odd time.

It was under such thoughts that | continued my ntag®n. Asahina-san moved her cherry-red
lips and said something; sleeping on her lap, "®ved slightly and then slowly woke up. |
couldn't hear anything from where | was hiding, bidmembered clearly that Asahina-san said,
"Oh, you've awakened?"

After conversing for a while with Asahina-san, shen felt tired and rested her head on "my"
shoulder...

The bush behind the bench ruffled, and that peappeared.

Wearing a white long-sleeved blouse and a blue-skimt, there's no way | could ever forget
that teacher's outfit.

Just before the end of May, she wrote me a notegét meet me, and then gave me the hint
about Snow White. She even told me about her s&pesd birthmark, as well. And then on this
day, that is on Tanabata, she made Asahina-satl)$atlaasleep, then guided me to where
Haruhi was before disappearing...

The adult version of Asahina-san.

Her height and body had both grown for a couplgeafrs, coming from an even farther future
than Asahina-san the time traveler, this was naherdhan Asahina-san (big).



It was just like that time.

It's true, | was there myself on Tanabata threesyago, yet what was happening was exactly the
same as | had remembered.

After speaking to "me" for a while, Asahina-samgjlknelt down to pinch Asahina-san's (small)
face and caressed her body, she then stood up smseething to "me" again.

It was her mission to bring you here, yet from hemevards, it would be my mission to guide
you.

Um... Just what is...
| think that's what was being said.

After explaining everything to a wide-jawed "me"sahina-san (big) then walked away and
disappeared from the illumination of the streetpaihwas now that | noticed that she was
heading towards the exit that was opposite to tieeleading to East Junior High.

"I" remained awestruck, staring at the sleepinghtsasan (small) and thinking about
something. | wanted to recall what it was thati#t been thinking of, but | abandoned trying to
walk down Memory Lane after a few seconds, ash'tidant to lose track of Asahina-san (big).

| dashed out from the bushes where | was hidingnaaikled quickly along the edge of the park.
There was no longer any need to hide my presesaghan | was "me", "I" did not notice me.

At that time, "my" attention was not fixed on meawtame from another time period, neither did
"I" realize there was another me in this time peribhis made sense, as the "me" in the past
could never have realized how messed up the tiraeespontinuum in my time period would
become. There was no time to pay any more attetdgidme", who was too busy carrying
Asahina-san on his back to be worried about otiegs. | decided to walk away.

After passing the next corner | saw her at abduiradred meters away. She was walking with
her back towards me. The tapping sounds made byijerheeled shoes sounded melodic. She
didn't seem to be in a hurry--suits me as | was uirry to see her. If | lose her now, then |
really won't know why | went through all the troalib come here.

Walking a bit faster, | shortened my distance to bader the dim lights at night, her long limbs
and flowing hair seemed to glimmer in the lightotigh | could only see her back, | was sure it
was her.

It didn't take me long to catch up and call ouhé¢o,

"Asahina-san!"

She stopped. The soft sound of her high-heeledsdfapping on the ground ended. The soft
brown hair on her back wavered. As if in slow mntiehe gradually turned around.



| wondered what she was going to say.

Huh? Didn't we just say goodbye a while ago?

Did you follow me all the way here? You couldntda
Hey, where's my other self?

In the end, it was none of the above.

"Good evening, Kyon-kun."

With a beautiful face that was just as | had remenadh, she greeted me with a beaming smile.
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With a beautiful face that was just as | had remembered, she greeted me with a beaming smile.

"It's been a while. For 'you', that is."

The adult Asahina-san winked after saying thatas indeed the smile that | last saw five
months ago.

With the expression of a relieved child, Asahina-gag) said,

"Thank goodness, we get to meet here again. Agtualas a bit worried whether | had made
any mistakes,"

"I'm still pretty clumsy," Asahina-san said andrtreaitely stuck out her tongue. It was such a
charming move that was enough to soften the barsgdd one's body. But if | were to melt into
a pile of dirt right now, then I'll lose everything



This Asahina-san knew what | was about to do next.
Trying my best to control my tongue, which seeneebdve a mind of its own, | spoke,

"Asahina-san, so you knew I'd come here...... Yioemk I'd return to this time, and in this place,
right?"

"Yes," Asahina-san nodded her head, "Becausedfigpredetermined fact,"

"On that day of Tanabata, the little Asahina-samldring me to the Tanabata three years
ago...... Which is today. You must be the one wéd &rranged for her to bring me here, right?"

"Yes, that is a prerequisite. Otherwise, you wawdtlbe here now,"

If I hadn't gone to East Junior High and drawn éhgsaffiti, | wouldn't have told the seventh-
grade Haruhi now that my name was "John Smith'cdise, that would mean that the Haruhi
studying in her first year in Kouyouen School wonkdrer have heard of that name. In other
words, | would not have found the link. Becausddessthat name, there would be no link
whatsoever with me and that Haruhi who | was jusit & few hours ago. As a result, the five of
us would not be gathered in the club room, andEdeape Program would not be activated.

At this time, a question arose in my head. Tha¢oflohn Smith...... Could it be!?

"That would be you, Kyon-kun. The current you,"

Asahina-san (big) gave me a smile as pretty asit& wdse,

"It's a bit tiring talking while standing up, lefilad somewhere to sit down. We still have time,"

The power in her smile and words was enough toetispthe anxiety and confusion within me.

If Asahina-san (big) was here, that means the éustill exists. Not the chaotic future after
December 18th, but the future where | and the Haamt Asahina-san | knew came from.

There's got to be a way.

I've obtained a sense of confidence that made aledheved. As if to further boost that
confidence, she continued,

"From now on, guiding you will be my mission. Bitea that, you're on your own. | will only
follow your lead then,"”

She then gave me a wink that was enough to caudene®s to go soft.



We returned to the park and sat on the bench whsahina-san (small) and "I" were sitting a
while ago. Before sitting down, Asahina-san (bapked as though she were touching an
ancestral relic as she softly caressed the bergriadually sat down looking serious as well. The
bench was still warm, it was the body warmth of elfyand Asahina-san who five months ago
had traveled back three years ago in time.

| asked quickly,

"Did something happen to the flow of time? | knénattthe time period where | came from is
linked to this Tanabata. If that wasn't the casepulldn't have arrived here. Then, Asahina-
san...... Does that mean there's no connectioneleetihe future you're from and the altered
future | came from?"

"l can't tell you the details,"

| thought so, must be one of thadassified informationhuh?

"NO,"

Asahina-san (big) shook her head,

"l cannot explain it in a way you would comprehe@dur STC Theory is built on specific
concepts. It's too difficult to convey it in spedoh you to understand. Do you still remember the
time when [ first told you my true identity?"

| sure do, sitting by the river bank with the clydstossom petals falling, | heard Asahina-san,
who | always thought to be just a cute upperclassmeaveal the shocking truth about her being a

time traveler.

"At that time, didn't | say something that you abbbkrdly understand? That's the point. If | had
explained, | would just make you even more confiised

Asahina-san (big) softly hit the side of her headhaugh knocking on it while winking at the
same time. Every little thing she does is justesoys

"This is a concept that cannot be explained in @pgécan only be conveyed in ways other than
that. Do you understand?"

Nope. As though trying to teach a kindergartendaftulus, Asahina continued to explain to me,
who was already feeling dizzy,

"Um, but, soon you will understand. You will. Tsadlll | can tell you now,"



Soon you will understandVhere have | heard of that before? That's itas Magato. Nagato
had told me the same thing before...... No, hang on

A flash of inspiration was triggered by the synapisemy brain as | gave the following reaction,

"Before summer vacation...... The one Nagato maatan the giant cave cricket incident......
About how computers in the future aren't like wihety are now, could it be......"

"Wow, that's impressive. You still remember thatiuYe right, the equivalent to computers or
the so-called Internet in this time period, um.lt.does not exist in a material sense in our time
period, but rather it exists in a shapeless sefisgvour brains. The TPDD is also the same,”

The object that wasn't supposed to disappear lsugdrae missing.
"Is that a time-traveling device?"

"It's a Time Plane Destruction Device,"

Isn't that supposed to be classified information!?

"Well, it was classified for me back then. But foe, the rules have been relaxed a lot. The fact
that | could come here means I've been working txarg,”

Asahina-san proudly puffed up her chest, the bsttonher blouse were close to popping out. A
physically impossible body proportion was revedletbre my eyes, normally | would be dazed
by such a sight, but sadly, | wasn't in the moosdiate the appetite of my eyes with such
scenery. | continued to ask,

"What's the cause of it? | knew the future I'm frbad changed, but when did it start to change?"

"For more details you should try asking Nagato4igahis time period. | can only tell you one
thing: the change in the time plane where you ciome occurred three years from 'now’, on the
morning of December 18th,"

For me, that would be two days ago. So it's the fatane that's changed? In that case...... Once
again | tried to recall the two possibilities tikatizumi suggested. Turns out the non-alternate
world theory was the correct one.

"That's correct. Overnight, the STC files......dan, the whole world has changed. Only your
memories remained intact. It was a massive timéegtizat could be detected even in the distant
future,”

It's not like | wasn't interested in what the STiQime-quake were, it's just that | didn't have
time to delve into these irrelevant things, asd heore pressing questions to ask,



"Asahina-san, is it because you needed to reshigdntige change in the future that even | got
involved in that you were waiting here?"

"It can't be done by myself alone," her face begattarken, "I would need the assistance of
Nagato-san. Of course, it can't be done withoutrkkon as well,"

"Who is the culprit? | can only think of Haruhi dagi this,"
“No,"

Asahina-san retracted her smile and said seriously,
"It wasn't Suzumiya-san. The culprit is someone,gls

"Is it some new unknown person? Like some out-oftavslider that I've not met or something
like that......"

"NO,"
Interrupting me, Asahina-san looked worried for saason as she said,

"It's someone you know very well."

After looking at her watch, Asahina-san (big) dhiere's still time and began to think
nostalgically of her memories with the SOS Brigdea. me, all those memories had taken place
this year, yet for her it was many years ago. Beiragged by Haruhi into the club room, forced
to dress up as a bunny girl, making wishes in Tatslencountering a murder mystery on a lone
island, wearing yukatas in the O-bon festival,\lmle brigade gathering together to work on
our summer vacation homework, the various things hlappened while shooting the movie on
location...... As my memories were slowly beingmédled, Asahina-san's (big) voice became
slower and slower.

| was looking forward to hearing what my future Wbbe like, and was waiting for her mouth to
skip. Yet Asahina-san was extremely cautious ath@itt and kept the topic limited to the usual
chit-chat.

"It may have been rough, but those memories wegatdr

After making her concluding statement, Asahinaisgpt quiet and gazed at me silently.

| was thinking about what to comment on as somgthaft yet warm landed on my shoulder. It
was Asahina-san's head. What was the meaning b#hgadction of hers? The weight of her



body leaning against me was worth it's weight ildgdhe fragrance and weight stimulated my
nerves and triggered all sorts of wild thoughtsiybrain, | just couldn't think properly at all.
What was she trying to convey with that aroma ftbencloth of her blouse? Was she trying to
feel something from me? Closing her eyes and Igginém face on my shoulder, Asahina-san
(big) didn't say anything, yet | could feel her sigered lips moving. She seems to be whispering
about something, just what was it?

Could it be...... | began to drift into fantasy eg&ould this Asahina-san fall asleep as well,
only to have another Asahina-san appear and telonmeething enigmatic as well? And so |
remain here forever as | meet numerous Asahinafsamsdifferent time periods...... Damn it,
my thoughts were becoming as mixed as the laumdaywvashing machine, going around in the
same circles. Just what was | thinking!? Can somgd@ase bother telling me!?

Asahina-san (big) leaned on me for about anotheutaior so.

"Hee hee."

As if she could read my thoughts, she smiled aid] sa

"It's almost time. Let's go."

She stood up as though nothing had happened, thowgls a pity, | had no choice but to return
to my senses. She's right, it's time to go. UmWhere're we going anyway?

The second destination.

The time was ten at night on Asahina-san's wakat,was the time after "I" had completed my
role as an accomplice to Haruhi the seventh gradéfinished drawing the graffiti on the track
field of East Junior High. It was the time when hEld the hand of a sobbing Asahina-san as we
entered Nagato's apartment. It was at this timenviinge became frozen for "me".

Time to pay Nagato another visit.

"Before that,"

Asahina-san gave a heart-thumping and glitterindesamd said,

"Isn't there something else you need to do first?"

After walking a short distance from the park, | eato a residential area.

Following Asahina-san's directions, | turned intoadey.



Ahead in the dark path was a tiny figure dashikg the wind. With a tiny pair of arms and legs
sticking out from the short-sleeved T-shirt andrshycshe moved further and further away as her
hair flowed.

"Hey!"

The tiny figure in a T-shirt and shorts slowly tachher head. After making sure she had noticed
me, | cupped my mouth with my hands and shouteldowitholding back,

"Please take good care of the John Smith who wshide the world!"

After having a quick look at me, the seventh gradaered around looking pissed for some
reason and marched forward.

She was probably thinking she'll be able to findangway if she went to North High, so she
turned without hesitation. Looking at that semigatark hair, | quietly added,

"Please remember it, Haruhi. You have to remententime John Smith...... "

| prayed with the bottom of my heart to the 12-yelar Haruhi, who would probably continue to
be mischievous in East Junior High for some timeame.

Please don't forget that | was here.

| knew the road to the high class apartment likelthck of my hand, so | could practically walk
there with my eyes closed. Walking just ahead aflh#sa-san (big), | lifted my head to look at
the building which | had just visited about twehtyurs ago. Though we were still outside,
Asahina-san (big) had already hidden her nice égurd stood behind me.

...... Kyon-kun, | have a favor."

Seeing as how she was basically begging me, thasena reason for me to turn her down. No
matter which time period Asahina-san is from, I'ot weird enough to turn down her request.

"I'm sorry, but even now I still feel uneasy whén with Nagato-san......"
That reminds me, Asahina-san (small) was like ¢évaty time she was in the club room, it was
the same the last time she came here. Besides iHdmalonly other person to keep his

composure when in the presence of an alien or tiiaveler was Koizumi.

"That's fine, | understand,"



| said gently as | entered the number 708 on typae next to the entrance, | then pushed the
bell button.

A few seconds later, the intercom gave a knockignd, indicating someone was listening on
the other end.

Silence was greeted by silence and returned toany e

"Nagato, it's me."

Silence.

"Sorry about this, | don't know how to explain iyself. In any case, I'm back from the future.
Asahina-san is with me as well, the adult versiat ts. Oh, that's Differential Temporal Variant
for you."

Silence.

"I need your help. After all, the one who threw mi® this time period was you."

Silence.

"Both Asahina-san and | should be in your apartmaégiit? Sleeping in that time frozen guest

Beep.The lock to the gate opened.

"Come in."

The voice of Nagato coming through the intercorhgelsoothing. It was as calm as usual,
without any exclamation or depression, though shumded as though she was surprised, but
maybe that's just me. There's nothing Nagato cduddn Even in this situation she's sure to find
a way out, otherwise I'm finished.

As if walking into a fortress in her high-heeledsh, Asahina-san grabbed hold of my belt with
her finger, looking extremely nervous. After opanits door, the elevator began to take us up
vertically once we were inside.

Finally, we have come before the familiar door abR 708.

There was a doorbell, but it wasn't working yet|] &nocked silently on the door. | could not
sense anyone standing behind the door, yet thdlimel@or still opened.



The bespectacled face looked through the gap t@wrag] she then moved her gaze over onto
Asahina-san (big) before moving it back onto me.

Being expressionless and silent at the same tingewss so devoid of any emotion that | really
wanted someone to beg her to say something. TradNagato indeed, the Nagato Yuki that |
first knew. The original Nagato during the begirmof the school term in spring, as well as the
one which "I" had asked help from "three years'ago.

"May we come in?"

After a thoughtful silence, Nagato nodded her Headbout a centimeter or so, then turned
towards her apartment. | guess I'll take that'gesa." | said to the beautiful woman standing
right behind me looking anxious,

"Let's go, Asahina-san,"
"Er...... You're right, it'll be fine,"
Sounds as though she was saying it for herself.

By the way, how many times have | visited this platready? According to my biological clock,
this would be my fourth time, but chronologicalllgis was only my second time here. I've
already been so confused by the order of timeltals impressed that my biological clock
didn't malfunction. Leaping from winter to summadacoming back to three years ago twice, it
would have been normal if something wrong had hapgeo me, yet right now I'm feeling fine.
Not to mention my thoughts are the clearest theydan since | was born. Maybe I've gotten so
used to all these surreal experiences that I'entékfor granted. If it was someone else, his
mind would have short-circuited already.

When | look at it once again, Nagato's lifelessrepant was as cold as | had remembered it. It
was no different from the "three years ago" whighwent to back in May.

What was reassuring was that this Nagato wadlstilNagato | knew. She was still
expressionless and emotionless, she wouldn't fesoenething were to happen, the ever
reliable alien.

| took off my shoes and walked through the narrowidor before coming to the living room.
Nagato was there waiting. She stood there all alstaging silently at me and Asahina-san. Even
if she was surprised at our visit, | could not teffom her face. Maybe she was already getting
used to me coming to visit her from the future udpo | didn't want to keep coming back to this
day again and again myself.

"l guess we can skip the introductions,”



Nagato didn't sit down, so Asahina-san and | regthstanding,

"This is the adult version of Asahina-san, | betigou've met each other before,” Just as | said
that, | remembered that that was actually threesykader, "Sorry, yowill meet each other.
Anyway, this here is also Asahina-san, so try adhink too much about it."

Nagato looked at Asahina-san (big) with the eyesnoéxaminer during the national exam paper
for mathematics. She then looked around the livomm before finally fixing her gaze on the
sexy figure behind me once again and said,

"Understood."
She nodded lightly, her hair hardly even flickered.

As | was following Nagato's gaze, | noticed thatgal - the special room adjacent to the living
room, separated with a paper door.

"Can that be opened?"

Nagato shook her head towards the room that | wagipg at and said,
"Negative. The entire structural composition ofttttiom has been frozen in time."
| felt a sense of both pity and relief at hearimgtt

A warm breath was felt on my neck, it was Asahiaa-&ig) sighing in relief. She was thinking
the same as | was, it seems. If she had seenth&essling cozily with me in the same
futon/room, what would Asahina-san (big) have thd@d'd really like to ask, but right now it
was more important to explain what was going on.

"Nagato, I'm really sorry for having to keep visgiyou so suddenly. Anyway, can you please
hear our story?"

How much had the "me" in the adjacent room tolddiexrady? The history of the SOS Brigade
up to Tanabata, was it? Then I'll just have to ico from there and tell her what happened in
the second half of the year, from the melanchgdiing), where | had to put up with Haruhi's
boredom, to the incessant sighs | made while makargnovie. Of course, you were there as
well, Nagato. You had always come to the rescuterAdll these, the world suddenly changed
when | woke up the day before yesterday. | wantddhow why everyone has lost those
memories of what happened, which was why | came Wwéh the help of the Emergency Escape
Program which Nagato had provided.

It's going to take some time if | go into detale,once again | recited the condensed version
which | told Haruhi. | skipped the minor detailsdaonly mentioned the important context of the
story. For this girl, that was more than enough.



...... And that's how it was. So here | am oncargghanks to you."

As evidence was more important than a mere tesgidook out the crumpled up bookmark
from the pocket of my jacket. Like handing a smélérm to a phantom, | handed the bookmark
over to Nagato.

Nagato took the bookmark with her finger tips. 8eked past the flowery patterns on the
bookmark and studied the text that was printecherback like an archaeologist who had just
dug out an LCD television from a Cretaceous-eradidd It seems as though she was going to
take forever to study those words, so | interruptedexamination,

"What should | do now?"
"I, I wish to restore this temporal anomaly,"

Asahina-san's (big) voice sounded so nervous agthshe was about to confess her love to the
man of her dreams. Whenever she's with Nagato,iAsa&an still remained as jittery as usual
after all these years. That's what | thought, aryywa

"Nagato-san...... Can you please assist us? Yih@renly person who could restore the altered
time plane to its original state. | beg you......"

Asahina-san (big) put her palms together and clbse@yes as though worshiping a deity. Oh
Great Goddess Nagato, | too am praying for yolhtmwsmercy upon us. Please let me return to
the club room where | could see Asahina-san anayehg tea that she brews, play board games
with Koizumi, see you sitting like a statue anddieg, while Haruhi would always barge into

the room. That's all | wish for.

Nagato lifted her gaze from the bookmark, and loasteaight into the skies. | could understand
why Asahina-san would look so nervous, since th&® no chance of winning if she's from a
different faction than Nagato. | mean who in thisrla could fight even with Nagato? Only
Haruhi perhaps?

The perfect acoustics of this high-class apartmesdnt that there was no echo made. It was so
quiet that it seemed as though time had stoppegatdand | exchanged gazes, and | saw her
nod a few millimeters.

"Let me confirm."

Nagato said. As | was about to ask what she wasygoiconfirm, she closed her eyes.



Very soon she reopened her eyes and looked at théhei obsidian black eyes,
"Unable to synchronize."

She said quickly, and then stared at me. Her egjme$ias changed a bit, and this time it wasn't
me imagining things. This was the expression sldebefween spring and summer, even
Koizumi has noticed this change. Ever since sheusigNagato's expression has gradually
changed, though it wasn't the Nagato by winter time

Her pale red lips moved again,

"I am unable to gain access to my temporal vagéaitiat time period, because she has set up a
protective barrier which selectively blocks my atf#s to access."

Though I didn't understand what that meant, Idaltomfortable with it. Does that mean there's
nothing you can do?

Nagato disregarded my fears and continued,
"However, | have an idea of the whole situations possible to undergo restoration."

Nagato softly caressed the words on the bookmditkr #hat, she began to explain with a voice
that begins to accumulate words like a snowball,

"The temporal converter has made full use of Suyarkiaruhi's ability to create data and altered
part of the world's data.”

Her familiar calm voice sounded as serene as acnmesi | had heard when | was a baby and had
soothed my heart.

"Therefore, the altered Suzumiya Haruhi does netess the power to create data. In that
dimension, the Integrated Data Sentient Entityois-axistent as well."

| couldn't quite understand, but it sure soundy gerious. Turns out besides myself, everyone,
including Haruhi, has been given a new set of mémapa girls school became a co-ed, part of
the students in North High were moved over to tther school, while all their memories have
been secretly altered; the agent from the 'OrgéinizaNagato the alien, and Asahina-san the
time traveler now all lived different lives; not meention Asakura has returned while everyone in
North High has nho memory of Haruhi at all. Noweaess even Nagato's boss has been erased.

What a mess.

"Using the powers stolen from Suzumiya Haruhi,téraporal converter was able to alter data
concerning past memories in the range of 365 days."



In other words, everyone's memories from last Dda¥mfrom the time where | came from,

that is - to December 17th this year has beenealteompletely. Yet for memories concerning
Tanabata three years ago - which is now - therenetgng the culprit could do about that. It

was thanks to Haruhi being able to remember abbat Wappened in Tanabata that | was able to
come here. Just who's the dummy out there doingahee idiotic stuff that Haruhi would do?
Nagato's gaze continues to be fixed on me,

"To restore the world to its original state, onestriwavel from here to December 18th three
years from now, and activate the Restoration Pragust after the temporal converter has
executed the alteration."

So, we'll be traveling to three years in the futoeat, right? The one who'll be doing the
restoration would be you, right?

"l cannot go."

Why not?

When Nagato pointed to the guest room, | undersabashce.

"l cannot leave them alone."

According to Nagato's explanation, in order toaltbe time where my other self and Asahina-
san were sleeping to remain frozen, she cannabqmerdny time travel herself. She then said in a
voice as though reporting the time,

"Activate Emergency Mode."

"What does that mean?" | was getting a bit anxious.

"Harmonization."

| still don't get it.

Nagato slowly took off her glasses and wrapped thaim her hands. As if being hung by an
unseen thread, the glasses in her palms begamveto ffi | saw a normal person doing this, |

would have thought there were some invisible striaigached to that person's fingers. Of course,
Nagato wouldn't do something so normal.

Distortion.

The frame and glass both began to twist and fotmarstrange whirlpool shape, in an instant

the pair of glasses has turned into another oljeetseen this shape before, it was a shape that
would strike fear into the hearts of any human gein



| hesitantly gave my comment,
"It looks like a very huge syringe."
"That is correct.”

A colorless liquid was filled up inside the syringeist who was going to get jabbed by that
thing?

"This is the Restoration Program used to injea the temporal converter's body."
Looking at the sharp needle sticking out from the ef the syringe, | instinctively turned away.

"Um...... Isn't there a more reliable way. I'm gdo say this, but I'm an amateur when it comes
to this. It'll be pretty disastrous if it were tials the wrong place.”

Nagato's dark eyes, which glittered like an LCDesar, looked at the syringe she was holding,
and said,

"Is that so?"

She widened her hands again, the syringe once &gaied into a whirlpool before morphing
into another shape. Seeing the shape of this n@etob breathed a sigh of relief.

"Another object that would create a huge ruckus."
This time it's a gun, though it had a small nozetele its material was made of stainless steel.

Nagato placed the shiny metallic pistol, which ledkike a brand new toy-gun onto her palm
and handed it to me.

"The chances of this penetrating clothing is vaghhbut if possible, it is better for you to
directly shoot the target's skin."

"What about bullets? Does this thing have realdtsilin them?"
From its appearance, it looked like an aluminurplastic gun.
"This is a short-needle gun, the program is infusedhe tip of the needle.”

| felt more at ease psychologically with this ththgn with a giant syringe. | received the gun
and was amazed at how light it was.

"Oh yeah,"

| finally asked the question that | dare not askhile ago,



"Who is the culprit? Who's the one that alteredweld? If it isn't Haruhi, then who is it? Can
you tell me?"

I heard Asahina-san (big) sigh softly.

Nagato slowly opened her mouth, and without anyesgion she calmly uttered the name of the
culprit to me.

Chapter 5

Chapter 5

| still didn't know what to say. Nagato now turrtedvards Asahina-san (big),

"Let me give you the space-time coordinates oftéinget."

"Oh, sure."

Asahina-san (big) stuck out her hand like a loya) dager to shake hands with its master.
"Go ahead..."

Nagato softly tapped her finger on the back of Asalsan's (big) palm, and then retracted it...
That's it? Though Asahina-san (big) looked convattt it.

"l understand now, Nagato-san. All we need to do igo and mend 'her' up, right? That won't
be hard, since 'she' wouldn't have any powers dy. tHi

The time traveler seemed determined as she clutoleiists, the alien then said,
"Please wait."
Not wearing any glasses, Nagato said,

"In this state, you too would be swept into therades of the space-time continuum.
Counteractive measures need to be applied.”



She then stuck her hand out.
"Your hand."

What for? Does she want to shake hands? | obedistoitk out my right hand. Nagato's icy cold
fingers grabbed my wrist, causing my heartbeabtéagter for a while.

Nagato suddenly moved her sullen-looking face towany arm.
"Whoa!"

| yelled involuntarily. It was an unavoidable raant | guess. Kneeling down, Nagato not only
touched my wrist softly with her lips, she evenaaled her teeth. It was like during the making
of the movie, when she constantly assaulted Asasanaand bit her.

It didn't hurt, actually. It felt like one of thoseft unhostile bites Shamisen would make
whenever | caressed him. Though the canine teekingj into my skin felt a bit prickly, like

being jabbed by something but not hurting at akhylke it was because Nagato's saliva contained
some sort of anesthetic to numb the pain. It waerike being bitten by a mosquito.
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Kneeling down, Nagato not only touched my wrist softly with her lips, she even revealed her teeth.

After biting my hand for about five to ten secondagato slowly lifted her head.

"Your body surface has been applied with a dataimdetting stealth barrier and protective
shield,”



Nagato said without even blushing. On the othedhanpping her mouth with her hands,
Asahina-san (big) looked rather amazed. | feltabmb and looked at my wrist. On it were two
small holes which looked like vampire bite marks. IAtared at them, the two small holes began
to heal and disappeared without a trace. Like w#hhina-san during the making of the movie,
my body was also injected with Nagato's nanomashine

"You too."

Under Nagato's request, terrified Asahina-san stuther hand.

"...It's been a while since you've injected menlist've been tough on you, back then..."

"This is my first time giving you an injection."

"Oh, yes, right. | forgot..."

Shutting her eyes tightly, the time traveler stack her wrist and accepted the alien's kissing
baptism. The time it took for her to be injectedhnmnanomachines was shorter than mine. Once
it was over, she began to cough dryly.

"Well, let's go. Kyon-kun, the real thing startsan®

Really? The warm-up this time sure felt quite lomgen again, | was only doing my best to
narrate this for everyone, even though | reallyndidiant to do this.

"Thanks."

| tried to remain calm as | gave thanks to the masst of the apartment. The silent Nagato
remained unresponsive. | could not find any fornself-awareness through her expression. Yet
for some reason, | just felt Nagato, who was stagdpright, felt very lonely. Was it really
because she was lonely as | had speculated?

"Nagato, I'll see you then. Before Haruhi and ha;rmake sure you wait for us in the Literature
Club room until then."

Like a doll being injected with life, the alien-ated organic being mechanically nodded her
head.

"l will wait."
Such a sentence was enough to ignite a mystetiaue fwithin my heart. Though it was only as
bright as a cigarette butt that someone had faggdt put out. As | was about to figure out

where that little spark came from, Asahina-san)(b@v said,

"Just to prevent you from getting uncomfortable,”



she tightly grabbed my shoulders.
"Can you please close your eyes?"

| followed as she instructed me to. Asahina-sag)(®@emed to be standing right in front of me,
holding my hands.

"Kyon-kun."
This soft chanting sounded just too pleasant. Wagysing to give me a kiss?
"Here we go."

Please, go ahead. You can kiss as many times dgkgothe more passionate the better. Just as
| was thinking this...

The dramatic dizziness had begun. It was goodl thatl closed my eyes. Even if | had them
opened, it would probably be pitch-black as thotigite was a power shortage. | now felt like
sitting in a roller coaster with my seat-belt takef) | was no longer sure whether the blood in
me had left my body or was rushing towards my braire sense of floating weightlessness
continued. Though | had closed my eyes, | still detzy. The fact that | didn't lose
consciousness was all thanks to the warmth feduiin Asahina-san's (big) hands.

How many minutes has it been already? Or even hamyrhours? | lost all awareness of time
and space. | can't hold on much longer. Asahinaidael like throwing up...

As | was ungraciously trying to look for somethiitigt | could puke in...

"Um... We've arrived.”

The long lost sensation of my feet standing on finound was back again. The coldness of the
ground passed through my socks and into my bodysé&mge of gravity was back as well. Like

an illusion, the urge to throw up also suddenlappeared.

"You can open your eyes now. Thank goodness, shisa place that Nagato-san had directed
us... And the time as well."

| lifted my head and saw glittering in the nighyskbunch of winter constellations. As the air
was cleaner, the stars were much clearer thareisulmmer. | turned around and instantly
recognized the roof of the North High complex longhabove the residential housings.

I looked around me, trying to confirm where | wasw Though it was dark, | couldn't be
mistaken. | was standing here just a few hours bgould still remember Haruhi in her ponytail
and Koizumi in my PE uniform as well.

This was where Haruhi and Koizumi had gotten chdntieshould be a coincidence, | guess!



Now then, what time was it?
Looking at her watch, Asahina-san (big) told me,

"It's four forty-eight in the morning on the 18th@ecember. In about five minutes, the world
will be changed."

From the moment | hit the "Enter" key on the 20t &raveled back three years in time, the 18th
would be two days ago. On that day, | went to stheaisual, unaware of what was about to
happen, and | fell into a state of pandemonium @salt of seeing a North High that has
completely changed. Haruhi has suddenly disappeat@ite Asakura had reappeared; and
Asahina-san couldn't recognize me, while Nagatddeasme a completely different person
altogether.

It all started here, | was now at the time peridtere the conversion took effect. In other words,
| could also prevent it from happening, and thas way | was standing here now.

As | was getting fired up by the intense anticipati....
"Oh no! | forgot to bring my shoes!"
Asahina-san (big) exclaimed softly.

As we traveled directly from indoors, naturally weren't wearing any shoes. As expected from
Asahina-san, not even the passage of time could aveay her clumsiness.

"Would Nagato-san take good care of them for me?"

Her anxiety briefly relieved me of my own nervoussid'm sure she'd take good care of them.
After all, she managed to preserve a tanzaku feethiears. So she won't lose a pair of shoes so
easily. You can always go to her apartment andikcheccupboard......

As | calmly thought about these, an electric-likasation went through my body all of a sudden.
That was because | wasn't wearing any shoes, moétdion having to leap from summer back
to the freezing winter, so the cold felt even miotense. | immediately thought of putting back
on the jacket | was holding in my arms; that wagmwhnoticed Asahina-san shivering while
tightly wrapping herself with her arms. Well, weagionly a long-sleeved blouse and a tight
mini-skirt in such low temperatures, | supposeatity natural that she would be freezing like
hell.

"Put this on,"

| placed my jacket over her shivering shouldersrEvwas pleased by my own act of chivalry.

"Oh, thank you. I'm so sorry about that."



There's no need to apologize, it was nothing. if gadn't waited for me three years ago, I'd
never be able to return to here. Just this poorteaivas enough, even if it meant | had to strip all
my clothes for you.

Asahina-san (big) gave me a smile, which perfemiybined sexiness and cuteness, and would
soften the legs of more than half of the audiettoen said seriously,

"It's almost time."

Maybe it was good that we forgot to wear our shassye didn't make any sound while walking.
Despite that, Asahina-san (big) and | still didigte to breathe loudly as we walked in small
steps towards the entrance of North High. We stdfgyethe corner and like hunters following
their prey, we only stuck our heads out and stateéte path ahead of us in the dark.

There weren't a lot of street lamps in this afeaugh there was one just outside the gate. Only
the area under the light was illuminated. Thoughligiht was dim, one could still make out
whoever was standing under that lamp.

"Here she comes......

A warm hand landed on my shoulder. | could feelbAsa-san's (big) intense yet sweet breathing
blow into my ears. Normally, | would be spellbouwgit, but | wasn't in the mood right now.

The space-time converter emerged from the shadod@éo the light under the lamp.

A North High uniform. That was the person Nagatd hentioned. "That person” was the
culprit who had altered our world, separated thenbvers of the SOS Brigade and turned
everyone into normal human beings. Only my memaogesained, while the memories and
history of everyone and everything else were tptahanged.

Right now, "that person" had begun making her move.

I still couldn't rush out yet, | had to wait tiverything has changed. That was the advice Nagato
gave me. | must wait till that person had changedworld completely before | could inject the
Restoration Program. Otherwise, the history whexetivated the Escape Program would never
have existed. | didn't quite understand what Nagsant, though Nagato and Asahina-san (big)
both seemed pretty clear about it. They must beypi@miliar with the flow of time, a person

like me would never understand. Since I'll neverige might as well follow the advice of the
professionals. That Nagato would never lie, sheahaays been standing by our side with a
serious look on her face......

| tightly grabbed the short needle pistol Nagateegae and waited silently.



Walking in regular strides, "that person" arrivezfdye the gates of North High. She lifted her
head to look at the school complex that was shrdirdearkness and stopped.

Her sailor uniform skirt flickered as the wind blew

She didn't seem to notice us. This was all thankkd& nanomachines Nagato injected into us,
creating a stealth barrier and protective shielthensurface of our bodies.

"That person” suddenly lifted one arm and madestuge as though grabbing onto something in
the air. It didn't look natural, it's as though stees being controlled, but | knew that wasn't the
case.

"Amazing..." Asahina-san (big) exclaimed, "That vegsowerful time quake. She actually had
such power... | still find it hard to believe evaiter I've seen it with my own eyes,"

Even with my own eyes, | still don't see any chandée night sky was still dark. Yet Asahina-
san (big) seemed to have witnessed that persosonse method to cause a massive change to
the history of this world. She was from the futafter all, so it's not surprising if she could see
it.

Asahina-san (big) leaned herself tightly onto megi@ally, we too would have been swamped
by "that person's" alteration of the world, but were protected by having Nagato bite us.
Nagato and Asahina-san (big) were indeed helgfseems the course of action I've taken was
correct. What follows next would be the action rexktb resolve this matter, | can't afford to
screw up at the last hurdle.

I held my breath when | saw that person puttingmiter arm and suddenly turn her head in our
direction. At first | thought she had discoveredware peeking on her, but it turns out she was
only looking around.

"Don't worry, she hasn't discovered us. Right nbe/lsas been ‘reborn.’ The time quake... The
alteration of the world has ended. Kyon-kun, itis turn to move now,"

Asahina-san (big) said in a stiff and serious tané gave me the signal.

| emerged from the darkness and headed towardstum| gate. There was no need to hurry, as
she was not going to run away. As expected, what fierson" noticed me standing under the
street lamp, she was still standing in front of $bbool gate. The only change was the expression
on her face. When | saw the astonished look oriduoey;, | suddenly felt melancholic all of a
sudden.

"Hi there,"

| called out to her. As though seeing a friendudrdt met for a long time, | approached her.

"It's me, we meet again,”



| was able to guess a bit from the tone of Asalsema's (big) voice. Of the people that | knew,
besides Haruhi, only one person could make hersteeiheasy. Think about it. After the 18th,
the secret personal profiles of the SOS Brigade beesthad suddenly vanished. Yet all their
personalities remained intact, all save one, wlagtiens, expressions and mannerism had
changed completely.

Under the dim night sky, wearing a North High umifig the tiny figure stood there not knowing
what was going on. She didn't seem to understarydsivd was here, like someone suffering
from sleepwalking who had suddenly woken up andibeg look around...

"Nagato,"

| said,

"This was all your doing, right?"

Wearing glasses, it was that Nagato. After the 1iBik Nagato Yuki was just the mere
remaining member of the Literature Club, she watheean alien or any mysterious entity
whatsoever, just a very shy bookworm.

The bespectacled Nagato now looked even more ahtmhinot understanding what was going
on,

"...Why... why... are you here?"
"l was about to ask you that, do you even know wiy're here?"
"...I'm taking a walk,"

Nagato said uneasily while widening her eyes. Tlaesgs on the girl's face that | was looking at
reflected the light of the street lamp. | lookedhat like that and thought,

No, it's not like that, Nagato.

This girl was only feeling tired. Having to speritiday being turned around in circles by
Haruhi, while busy saving my life, as well as begagretly active in some unknown location
behind our backs - it was only natural that sheld/decome fatigued by it all.

A while ago in Nagato's apartment, this was whatNlagato three years ago told us:

"The erroneous files accumulated in my memory degalwill trigger an anomalous reaction. It
can be foreseen that this is unavoidable. On Deeefitth three years from now, | will

reconstruct the world."

She continued calmly,



"There are no counter-measures available, becalsadt know how such errors could occur."
But | do.

I know the reason behind Nagato's unexplicablepabal action, and just what those erroneous
files she had been accumulating were.

It was the most basic desire. Even for an artificigelligence run by a complex program, even
for an android interface who never had such stdfalled, after living for some time, it was
natural for her to develop such a desire. YouVlenainderstand, but | do. And probably Haruhi
does as well.

| continued to observe Nagato's troubled expressmaservedly. Yet the dream girl from the
Literature Club now looked even more uncomfortaBleeing how helpless she looked, | can't
help but yell insideNagato! This is what we call emotions!

It is because you were designed not to have anyiensao begin with, the reaction felt from
you was far greater. You probably felt like screagnior going ballistic, or just yelling out loud,
You stupid girl! I've had enough of yoRight? No, even if she didn't think that way, whlaé

did was totally understandable. Her actions cafolgven, because | was partly responsible,
after all. I've become too reliant on her, haviotten used to letting Nagato take care of
everything. | always thought that as long as Nagats helping, | could switch off my brain.
What an idiot | was, an even greater idiot thanudarSo | had no right to condemn her for this.
That was why Nagato - this girl here, came up whthsilly idea of changing the world.

So was it an anomalous reaction, or a programnmirgz

Boy, you sure are annoying, it's neither of thevabo

This was what Nagato wished for - a normal worke lihis.

She only preserved my memories, while alteringnieenories of everyone else, including
herself.

It was now that | finally understood the questibattwas puzzling me for the last few days.

Why was | the only one to remain unaffected?

The answer was simple, it was because the girlnaaded to let me make the choice.



Is the altered world better? Or is the original opetter?Under her well crafted script, the final
decision rests on me.

"Damn it,"
To hell with choosing! | never had a choice!

If I had only wanted the SOS Brigade, then | ditiate to return at all. | could just start over in
the new world. Haruhi and Koizumi may be studyingnother high school, but that wouldn't be
too much of an obstacle. We'll just treat it a®atrof-school hobby. This mysterious club can
meet as usual at that coffee shop. Over there,Hamould come up with some ridiculous stuff,
while Koizumi would grin all the time; Asahina-saould look extremely distressed, and |
would just look away with a scowl on my face... idmage of that scene floated in my mind at
once. The Nagato there would probably look troulaledvell, of course she would still quietly
read her book. Yet still...

That wouldn't be the SOS Brigade that | knew. Nagat't an alien, Asahina-san isn't a time
traveler from the future, and Koizumi's just a natqerson, while Haruhi wouldn't possess any
extraordinary powers. It would just be a simple;nmal and happy club.

Am | fine with that? Isn't that even better?

How did I think about it at first? Just what dichbke of Haruhi's constant trouble-makings
beyond the boundaries of common sense?

What a pain.

Enough already!

Are you an idiot!?

I've had enough with you!

My heart began to hurt.

A normal high school student who was forced to taéet in many troublesome situations,
constantly complaining to Haruhi yet still managtodive to tell the tale. That was the role I've
been playing all along.

Now then! Yes, Kyon! I'm talking to you! I've gai isk myself a very important question, so

listen carefully and answer me. You can't refragmf answering. Just a single "yes" or "no"
would do. Now listen up, here comes the question:



Don't you find such a weird and extraordinary schide fun?

Hurry up and answer, Kyon! Think carefully. Wellar€t | ask what you think of this? Hurry up
and tell me. In a world where | was being turnezbiad in circles by Haruhi; attacked by aliens;
hearing a time traveler explain wild theories; pgtup with the philosophical babble with an
esper; trapped in a Sealed Dimension where giantsh@ rampage; living with a cat that
speaks; making an incomprehensible leap through; thot to mention having to follow the strict
rule of not letting Haruhi know all of these, allog the commander of the SOS Brigade to
happily continue her pursuit of mysterious evemsile completely oblivious that she has made
a huge mess.

Don't you find such a world interesting?
Or did you think that was just too annoying, and fheanted to tell her enough is enough? Since

you've always thought she was an idiot and haddéddo ignore her. Well? Is it true? In other
words? Is that what you really think?

That world was hardly interesting at all.

Are you sure? According to what you said, you fitettuhi in the original world to be very
annoying. No matter what wild ideas she would caimevith, you would always feel
melancholic. Of course it's natural that you wotilfind such a world to be interesting. And
don't tell me it's not true! You know it is.

Yet, in reality you're secretly enjoying all ofshBecause that world interesting.

You ask me why | say that?

Then let me tell you why,

Didn't you hit the "Enter" key?

You know, the one for the Emergency Escape ProgihatiNagato left for you.

Are you ready?



The answer you gave for that question then wasaute "yes."
Am | right?

Our Great Goddess Nagato went far out of her waydate a stable world for you, and you had
to turn down Her offer. Ever since you met Suzuntigauhi back in April, you've taken that
idiotic world for granted. You actually want to ueth to a crazy world where aliens, time
travelers and espers wander freely in school. WHkat? Aren't you the one who was
complaining all the time about how woeful you are?

If that were the case, then why didn't you ignbie Escape Program? By choosing to stay in this
very normal world here, you'll know Haruhi, Asahisan, Koizumi and Nagato as ordinary high
school students, and lead a happy life as usuarurddruhi's leadership. Since Haruhi doesn't
have any powers, you could say goodbye to all tsoseal experiences.

In that world, Haruhi would just be a normal githavlikes to boss people around; Asahina-san
would no longer have the attribute of being a tinageler from the future, she would just be a
very cute character; Koizumi would be a normal réghool student without any backing from
some mysterious 'Organization’; and Nagato wowstihe a timid and humble bookish girl, not
having to carry any burden or use any amazing poteeobserve or protect someone. Oh yeah,
though most of the time she would remain expre$sssn she would still laugh heartily at some
lame joke, and then blush furiously. Who knows, ati@dd be a person who could slowly open
herself up if | spend some time with her.

Such an idyllic life that would be, and yet you bdarsaken it.

Just why is that?

I'll ask you one last time. Answer me truthfully.

Do you find Haruhi the troublemaker and the nightistaevents that she causes to be
interesting? Hurry up and answer!

"Of course | do,"
| answered as such,

"It doesn't take a rocket scientist to realizeasviun. So don't ask me something so trivial
anymore."

If someone had actually said they don't find thégriesting, then that person would be a
blithering idiot. His wits would be thirty timesrdimer than Haruhi's.

I mean, there are aliens, time travelers and esperthere!



Just one alone would be intriguing enough, butaetthree sorts of interesting characters all at
once! With Haruhi included, some powerful forcéd@ind to be triggered. At this rate, I'll never
be bored. If someone had made any objections tplttrank 1'd beat him to a pulp at once.

"So that's how it is,”

| said to myself. You could say I've finally beemlightened.

"| still prefer the original world. This world justoesn't suit me. I'm sorry, Nagato. | don't like
the present you, | prefer the Nagato from befoesig@es, | like you better without glasses,"

This Nagato looked at me with a very puzzled face,

"What are you talking about..."

The Nagato Yuki | know would never say somethiikg lihat.

This girl would have no knowledge of these thregsdavhen | discovered something was wrong
up to now. That was to be expected, because tlgathdad just been reborn, and so has never

met me. She would have no memory of looking shoasebbarged into the Literature Club.

The only memory this Nagato had was the fabricatechory in the library. Besides that, the
memory we share now all happened since she chdhgedorld a while ago.

A few months ago, | was trapped in the grey SeBlietension with just Haruhi. According to
Koizumi, that was a new world created by Haruhi.

Nagato was probably using that power. Somehow sireaged to nick or steal that mysterious
power from Haruhi and used it to create this world.

That sure was a convenient power. No matter wis ithey will always have the thought of
wanting to start all over, or wishing that thingsudd go back to where it would be favorable for
them.

Yet, a normal person would never be able to achsext a wish. And it was better that they
gave up that thought. | myself didn't want to sédirover, which was why | returned from the
Sealed Dimension with Haruhi.

This incident was caused by the transferral of@&lg@ omnipotent power from Haruhi to
Nagato. Haruhi was unaware of it all, while Nagagi control and went forward to change the
world.

"Nagato,"

| walked towards the stiff tiny figure standing teeNagato remained motionless and stared back
at me.



"No matter how many times | have to say this, mgvaar is the same. Please return everything
to normal, including you as well. Let's live tolfiganother day in the club room. As long as you
give the signal, I'll be there for you. Lately Harhhasn't been going astray for no reason now, so
there's no need for you to use such an unhealtivgipm forcefully change the world. Just keep
everything as it is.”

The eyes under the glasses betray a sense of fear.
"Kyon-kun..."
Asahina-san tugged at my sleeve and said,

"It's useless trying to explain to this Nagato-#@cause even she has changed. This Nagato-san
is just a normal girl without any powers..."

| suddenly thought of something.

The long haired Haruhi in that world called me JoWithout any god-like or demon-like
powers, she was just an ordinary schoolgirl wh@édrinto North High without hesitation. Her
eyes glittered brightly as she showed great inténasy story about the SOS Brigade, while
exclaiming, "Sounds like fun!"

Carrying a wide grin at all times, the Koizumi teesaid he fancies Haruhi. Wearing my PE
uniform, the straight A transfer student would sheomplicated expression.

Giving me an invitation to join the Literature Cluhis bespectacled Nagato would reminisce
her fabricated memory together with me. The smilder face was like the sun rising out of the
horizon, | can't help but want to see that smilesoagain.

| realized | would never see these people agairbelbonest, | kind of missed them. It's just that
their existences were all fabricated. They weretnetHaruhi, Koizumi, Nagato and Asahina-san
I knew. It was a pity | didn't get a chance to gagdbye to them, but I've already made up my
mind. | want to go back to the Haruhi, Koizumi, Mégand Asahina-san | knew.

"I'm sorry."

| took the gun out and pointed it. Nagato instafrtbze on the spot, seeing her reaction, | felt
extremely criminal. But I've come this far, so #emo point in hesitating.

"Everything would return to normal very soon. Wk# able to go to many different places
again, have our Christmas hot pot, and then gbdatansion in the snow mountain. You can be
the Great Detective this time. A Great Detectivat ttould solve the case just when it has
occurred, right? That'll be......"

"Kyon-kun! Look out... KYAA!"



As Asahina-san screamed out, someone rammed intzackyThud! A loud shudder caused me
to shake, even the shadow under the street lamhedsng. In that shadow was the silhouette
of another person. What the? Who was it?

"l can't let you hurt Nagato-san!"

| turned my head over my shoulder and saw thefpakeof a girl.

Asakura Ryoko.

"What the..."

| couldn't say anything, as | suddenly felt sonmgghicy cold jabbed into my abdomen. It was a
flat object that was thrusted deep into my bodyc8d. The sense of disorientation far
surpassed the sense of pain. Just what was gothglow can this be? Why was Asakura here?
"Hee hee,"

To me, her grin looked like that of an expressisslmask that has suddenly begun smiling.
Asakura then backed off from me, pulling out theddl-soaked dagger which she used to stab

me.

Losing my balance, | fell to the ground like a spitg top. Standing before me all this time,
Nagato's legs gave in as she slumped to the granddaid fearfully,

"Asakura...-san?"

As though greeting someone, Asakura-san wavedwigs &rmy knife that was drenched in my
blood and said,

"Hi, Nagato-san. Don't you worry, as long as I'mehé&ll eliminate anyone that attempts to
threaten you. That was the reason why | was créated

Asakura smiled and continued,

"It is what you have wished for, isn't it?"

That's a lie. Nagato would never have made sucisia @he's not the sort to kill a bird simply
because it's not singing as she wants it to. Alslgimot. As Nagato began to act abnormally,
this Asakura that was re-created was also actiag iabnormal way, basically becoming a

shadow to Nagato......

Asakura's shadow slowly landed on my body. Veryndoer silhouette blocked out the moon
from my vision.



"Allow me to send you on your last journey. As laasgyou're dead, everything will be fine. It's
your fault for making Nagato-san suffer in thetfptace. Does it hurt? I'm sure it does. Better
enjoy it while it lasts, because that'll probabéythe last sensation you'll ever feel,”

The wide dagger was slowly lifted, the tip of tHade was pointed to my heart. | was bleeding
non-stopls this the end?..1 struggled to think as my mind became blurmyas losing all sense
of reality. So, Psycho Asakura, is this your mie8id o act as back-up to Nagato Yuki...

The dagger began to move downwards...

In the blink of an eye, a hand stretched out froma side.

Someone had grabbed the blade of the dagger, dhdane hands as well.

"Who the...?"

Bare hands...!? Where have | seen this before?

My vision was becoming more and more blurry, sodldn't tell who it was. There's not enough
light, anyone mind turning up the light? She wamding in front of the bright street lamp, so |
couldn't see her face properly. All I knew was tihatas a short-haired girl...wearing a North
High uniform...not wearing glasses...that's abbuild see... Koizumi! ...Where's the guy in charge
of lighting when you need him!?

"Huh...1?"

Exclaiming softly was Nagato, who was sitting oa ground. Her glasses reflected the
brightness of the street lamp, so | couldn't seekpression clearly. Was it fear? Or was it
astonishment?

"Why? But you're...!? Why..."

Asakura yelled. She seemed to be talking to tHendio caught the blade with her bare hands,
but the girl remained silent and said nothing.

Asahina-san sounded as though she was right nexé¢ to

"I'm so sorry... Kyon-kun, | should have known, btill..."

"Kyon-kun! Kyon-kun...... No! You can't!"

There seems to be two Asahina-sans. One was tltefedinina-san, while the other was the

Lolita Asahina-san that | knew. Both had tearoaér their faces, and were shaking my body.
Hey, both of you, that hurts...



...Huh? What was Asahina-san (small) doing here#?@¥keould still understand the adult
Asahina-san holding me in her arms and crying,esgie came here with me to this time period;
but just where on earth did the little Asahina-same from? Ah, | get it now. It's one of those
illusions, a recollection of one's whole life aaraches the end of his life...

Now this was scarier than the feeling of pain aeeirsg blood flow non-stop out of your body.
Damn it, I'm about to die.

As | wallow in regret for not having written a willfelt someone appear above me. That person
lifted me and picked up the needle-gun that Nageade that had dropped to the ground.

A familiar voice, yet | could not remember whogeolee,

"Sorry about that. | have my reasons for not resgybu right away, but don't hate me for it.
After all, it was painful for me as well. Anywaygill take care of the rest. No, | already know
what to do now, and you will as well. So go get smteep for now."

What's he talking about? And who was he talkingDo2vhat? And whose taking care of what?
The images of Asakura's fatal strike, the besptdadagato supporting herself with her arms

while kneeling on the ground, the two Asahina-sans, Haruhi in a different school uniform
had all now been fused together...

| gradually fell unconscious.

Chapter 6

Chapter 6

Swish, swish
A swishing sound whisked past my ear.

As | slowly regained my consciousness from the ask, my mind began to think groggily.



Maybe it was a dream. From what | can recall, énsed like a very interesting dream. Usually
when you wake up, you would find a dream intergstor about five minutes. But when you
begin to brush your teeth, the details start tmberblurry, and by the time breakfast is ready,
you'll have forgotten about it completely. By tlmaé you realize it, all that's left in your mind is
the impression "that sure was an interesting drebwe. already gone through this experience
many times.

There were also times when I've had dreams that handly interesting, but the details were
crystal clear, and remained etched in my mind fotegsome time. Maybe those were dream-like
experiences, just like that night when | was trappethe Sealed Dimension with Haruhi, an
experience that had really occurred, but had swdmously been treated as non-existent.

That was the first thing | thought of when | opemeyleyes.

The ceiling was white; | wasn't in my own room. Thenslucent orange sunlight dyed the walls,
which were as white as the ceiling, all sorts dbc | wondered if it were morning or evening.

"Oh my."

For a mind that had just started to become clbar vbice sounded as pleasant as church bells
would sound to a faithfully religious person.

"You're finally awake. Seems like you were sleeginge comfortably."

| turned my head to find the owner of the voiceefhsat the fellow on a chair next to my bed,
using a kitchen knife to slice the apple in hisch&wish swishThe apple skin smoothly peeled
off and hung downwards.

"Normally | would say good morning, but the surégtiag right now."

Koizumi Itsuki revealed his gentle smile.

Koizumi placed the sliced apples into the tray plaated it on the table by the bedside. He then
took another apple from a paper bag and smilec asid to me,

"Thank goodness you've finally woken up. | waslyeal a loss for what to do. Ah... Your eyes
look quite confused. Do you recognize me?"

"l was about to ask you that. Do you know who | am?
"What a strange question. Of course | do."
It was easy to tell which Koizumi this one was jogtlooking at his uniform.

He was wearing a navy blue suit and not the bladkian.



It was the North High uniform.

One of my arms was placed outside the blanketopinting a bag with some fluid injected into
it. I looked at that thing and asked,

"What day is it today?"
Koizumi revealed an expression that, for him astieaas one of astonishment.

"Is that the first question you've asked after wgkiip? It seems like you have an idea of your
own situation. As for your answer, it is now pasgefin the afternoon on the 21st of December."

"Twenty-first huh..."

"Yes, today is the third day since you went inttbena."
The third day? Coma?

"Where is this place?"

"A private hospital."

I took a look around. It was an impressive singbe-lvard, and | was sleeping in the bed. For me
to actually check in to a single-bed ward, my fgmilust be quite rich, and | never realized.

"A friend of my uncle happens to be the warderhdd hospital, so you get special treatment
when you check in here."

Turns out my family isn't rich after all.

"Well, thanks to the intervention of the '‘Organiaaf’ you can stay here cheaply for a year with
no questions asked. That said, I'm relieved thaly took you three days to wake up again. No,
no, it has nothing to do with money. My superioasibally tore me apart for allowing something
like this to happen to you while under my watchd &even have to prepare a letter expressing
my remorse."

Three days before the 21st would be the 18th. \ivlatl doing on that day? ...Ah, | remember. |
was near the verge of death due to massive blas] émd so they sent me to hospital... No wait,
something wasn't right.

| anxiously looked at the hospital gown | was wegyithen placed my hand on my right
abdomen.

| could feel nothing. Normally a wound would feeimb, but it hardly even itched. It would be
impossible to recover from such a wound in thregsdanless someone patched me up all the
way from scratch.



"What was the reason for my hospitalization? Beeafsny coma?"

"So you've forgotten. Well, guess | can't reallgrbé you for it, since you took quite a heavy
knock to your head."

| touched my head. All | could feel was my haierfwas no bandage or any protective netting
on it.

"What's amazing is that you didn't suffer any exaééinjuries nor any internal bleeding. Your
brain functions were working normally as well. Evbe attending physician was baffled. They
didn't know what was wrong with you."

"But...," Koizumi continued,

"We witnessed how you fell down the flight of sgailt sure looked horrible back then. To be
honest, | think our faces all went blue. The soahgou crashing to the ground was so loud that
| wouldn't have been surprised if you'd fallen umsmous for good. Would you like to know
what happened?”

"Go ahead."

Accordingly, as | was walking down the stairs a# ttlub room complex, maybe | tripped or
something, | just tumbled downwards and landed withhead on the groun@ham!l then
stopped moving.

The way Koizumi described it sounded as thoughatly did happen.

"Things were pretty chaotic after that. We hadath the ambulance and get an unconscious you
to the hospital. Suzumiya-san's face was all @add,it was the first time | ever saw her look like
that. Oh, the one calling the ambulance was Nagato{t was her calmness that saved your
life."

"How did Asahina-san react?"

Koizumi shrugged his shoulders and said,

"She reacted the way you would expect. She grahbketof you and cried as she kept calling
your name."

"So what time on the 18th did all that happen? Wisi@irway was it?"

| fired my questions in quick succession, sinceli8#h was the day the world changed
drastically and | went into a state of panic.

"You even forgot about that as well? It was rigieanoon, just after the SOS Brigade had
finished its meeting. It happened just as the ¢izas were about to go out to buy something.”



Buy something?

"You don't even have memory of that? Are you sureéng not faking your amnesia?"
"It doesn't matter, please continue."

The smile on Koizumi's lips became gentle.

"The agenda for the meeting, hmm, was for whawotom Christmas Day. Suzumiya-san said
there was a party for little kids near her placel the SOS Brigade would make a guest
performance there. This was so that Asahina-samta®ostume could be put to good use. She
would dress up as a gorgeous Santa girl and hangresents to the kids. This merry event was
all organized by Suzumiya-san."

Here we go again; that girl can be so reckless!

"Yet, it wouldn't be realistic just to have a Sagiid. So Suzumiya-san decided to let one of the
members dress up as a reindeer and carry Asahiniatsahe scene. In the end we had to draw
lots... Who do you think was the lucky winner? Dmyemember now?"

| have absolutely no recollection of it at allotie could remember something that doesn't even
exist in his memories, then he is an impressive Ha would need to be checked in to another
hospital. Though it was useless telling Koizumi abthis.

"Never mind, just know that you were the lucky oAs.we had to make a reindeer costume for
you, we had to go out to buy some materials, and# when we were walking down the stairs
that you fell."

"Now that sounds really stupid for me."
Hearing me say that, Koizumi raised his eyebrows.

"As you were walking at the back, no one really $mw you fell. We only saw you falling from
the side like this," Koizumi demonstrated by deldtely letting the apple tumble off his right
hand before catching it with his left, "You basigaumbled over and over."

Koizumi continued to peel the apple skin.

"We quickly rushed towards you, who had become omigss. Suzumiya-san said she felt there
was someone at the top of the stairs. She saw swiseskirt just at the corner there, but it
disappeared thereafter. | found it strange as well,did some research. At that time, there was
no one else in the building besides us. Even Nagmtoshook her head. That girl just
disappeared like a phantom. We've been waitingdarto wake up all this time so we could ask
you who it was that pushed you..."



| didn't remember that. At that moment, | was ghie¢ would be the most appropriate answer. It
was just a normal accident. | was careless, alldsay is tough luck for me. | guess I'll leave i
at that.

"Only you came to visit me?"

Where was Haruhi? | had wanted to ask, but in teededn't. Yet Koizumi still chuckled and
said, "You've been looking around all this timeeAmou looking for someone? Don't you worry,
we've been taking turns looking after you. Befove ppened your eyes, there was always
someone by your side. | think it's about time f@aAina-san to arrive."

| was unsettled by Koizumi's gaze; he looked asghde was meeting a friend that actually
believed his April Fool's joke, and was lost forrd® What was he trying to insinuate?

"Oh, nothing really. | was just feeling enviousyolu. You could say those were envious looking
eyes."

Why are you saying this to a patient that has kaddks head?

"While we regular members have to rotate to watgtr gou, the Commander sees it as part of
her responsibilities to worry about the safety ef members..."

Koizumi elegantly peeled off all the skin from tapple, then sculpted it into a rabbit shape
before placing it on the tray on the bedside table.

"Suzumiya-san has been here all along, since ttage ago she has never left this place.”
| turned towards the other side of the bed wherzoi was pointing.
And there she was.

Wrapped tightly inside a sleeping bag was Haruéi,rhouth slightly agape as she snoozed
away.

"We were all worried about you, both her and I."
He sounded so sad; it felt like some soap opera.

"You should've seen how distressed Suzumiya-sdtetba No, we'll leave that for next time.
Anyway, isn't there something you need to do righw?"

Why does everyone like to order me around!? Asakara(big) was like that, now even this
Koizumi... But, | didn't begrudge them. And | conlidcare less if all those apples sliced by
Koizumi were an offering to some deity.



"Yeah," | said.
| really felt like drawing on her face. Maybe néixte, I'll have all the time to do that.
| sat up straight and stretched my arm to touchgbamingly angry looking face of hers.

Her hair wasn't long enough to tie a ponytail yeuickly felt nostalgic about her long hair. As
if to spite me, that short dark hair of hers begamove.

Haruhi had woken up.

".Umm...hmm?"

Haruhi moaned as she struggled to open her eyddy\atie time she realized who was pinching
her face...

"AH!?"
She tried to leap up at once, but failed miserablghe had forgotten she had zipped herself
inside the sleeping bag, and so she rolled andiedaabout like an inchworm. Eventually she

managed to get herself free, proceeded to poingarf at me and started cursing,

"Damn you Kyon! Why couldn't you notify me firstfoee waking me up!? | wasn't even
mentally prepared!"

Now that's asking for the impossible. Yet seeing yelling and cursing was more effective than
any medicine for me.

"Haruhi."
"What?"
"Wipe your drool."”

Haruhi's face twitched for a while, she quicklylbeld her mouth, and then stared at me with that
scowl! of hers,

"You... Are you sure you didn't draw anything on fage?"
| was tempted to.

"Hmph. Well, don't you have anything to say?"



| gave her a reply that she would expect,
"Sorry to make you worry."

"Well, I'm glad you are. After all, worrying abotlte well-being of the brigade members is one
of the responsibilities of a commander!"

Haruhi's cussing sounded like heavenly singinghat moment, a soft knock emitted from the
door. Koizumi instinctively got up and pulled thecd open.

As the third visitor standing outside the door sag;

"Ah, ahh, aaahhhh..."

She proceeded to make a series of frantic sounthisgs. Standing there with a vase in her
hands, was none other than the second year Nogth ¢d¢hoolgirl with her long hair, a cute
child-like face, and a slim yet well-grown figure.

"Hey... Asahina-san, hi there,"

| wasn't sure whether | should say long time ng &eame at least | couldn't tell.

Tears started to trickle from Asahina-san's eyes,

"Thank goodness... Oh... Thank goodness..."

| really wanted to embrace her like last time, ilhows, Asahina-san was probably thinking the
same thing. Though she seemed to have forgotteattdown the vase, and only stood there

crying.

"Aren't you overreacting a bit? He just knockedhesad and fainted. | knew all along that Kyon
wouldn't sleep like this forever."

A sense of gratefulness could be heard within Harwbice, and she continued without even
looking at me,



Koizumi began chuckling, Asahina-san's giant tear drops trickled endlessly to the ground, while Haruhi
turned her face away. At first glance it would seem that she looked mad.

"As I've already mentioned before, the SOS Brigadeks 365 days a year without rest. Nobody
is allowed to take a day off. I'll never accepamé excuse like bumping one's head and going
into a coma for sick leave, absolutely never. Do yoderstand, Kyon? The price for going
AWOL for three days is very high. You'll be fineldbt just a regular fine, but an overdue fine
on top of that as well!"

Koizumi began chuckling, Asahina-san's giant teapsl trickled endlessly to the ground, while
Haruhi turned her face away. At first glance it Wbseem that she looked mad.

| looked at them and then nodded my head and sbdugny shoulders,
"All right then, including the overdue fine, how ofudo | need to pay in total?"

Haruhi stared at me, the smile on her face was imgpso brightly that it was hard to believe she
was mad a while ago. She really is a very simple gi

In the end it was decided that | would have to {eybill for everyone in the coffee shop for
three consecutive days. As | pondered whethertoinate my existing time deposit...

"One more thing..."
There's more?
"Yup, | still haven't gotten around to compensatfionall the trauma you've caused. Ah yes,

Kyon, for the Christmas party, you can dress ughaseindeer and perform some spectacular
stunts for us. You have to play until you get &lus laughing! If it's too boring, I'm gonna have



to kick you to an alternate dimension! You'll needlo that as well for the kids' party. You
hear!?"

With a gaze as bright as the light from a prism;uHaonce again began ordering me about.

While | was now fully awake, it didn't mean | couwgdt discharged right away. After the doctor
came to have a look at me, | was sent to be exahanell sorts of machines, it was so
complicated and annoying that it felt as thougly thvere trying to remake me into a cyborg.
After spending a whole day on all sorts of bodyoise | was going to have to spend the night in
the ward again. For me, tonight would truly be nngtfnight in the hospital, and since I'd never
been in a hospital, | might as well experience vitizdt like.

Haruhi, Koizumi, and Asahina-san were just abodéawe when my mom and sister came to
visit me. Haruhi sounded very courteous as sheesfiothem, | never knew she could be this
polite, so it was kind of surprising.

As | spent time chatting with my mom and sister, migpd was occupied with various thoughts.

If things continued the way they were, what wowddyappened next? Nagato, Koizumi, and
Asahina-san would just be regular human beingsowitiny supernatural background
whatsoever. Nagato would be a silent bookworm ftieenLiterature Club, Asahina-san would
be an unreachable beautiful upper classman, whleufi would be a normal transfer student
studying in another school.

And Haruhi would probably just be an eccentric hsghool student.

Perhaps under such settings, an interesting stéorye written as well. There would no longer
be any need to learn about the truth of this waortit,would there be any need to worry about
any changes caused. It would just be a normal st@hout any connection to this dysfunctional
world.

| probably wouldn't play any role in that storyl Atould do there was just peacefully live my
normal high school life and graduate without incide

Which world would | be happier with?
| think | know the answer to that now.

It was only in this "present world" could | be hgp@therwise why would | risk losing my life
just to come back to this world?



What about you? Which world would you choose? tmegthe answer would be pretty obvious.
Or am | the only one who would think like that?

After my family went home and the lights in the @iavent out, | could only stare at the ceiling.
As | had nothing better to do, | decided to closeayes.

For the past three days, in this world that isaswold | had spent all that time sleeping.
In that case...
If the world had become like that, that meant tta@tbeen changed.

This world had already been changed twice. Thedubiht was distorted by Nagato had changed
once again to the original world as it is now. Smwvas it that made the second change?

It couldn't be Haruhi. For those three days, Haditin't have such powers, and the Haruhi of
this world didn't even know the world had changed.

Then, who could it be?

Saving my life by catching Asakura's blade with bare hands, there could only be one person
with the ability to do such a thing...

That would be Nagato.
Besides, before | lost consciousness, | saw twdiigasans. The second one wasn't the adult
Asahina-san, but my senpai Asahina-san. She wasatber than the cute upper classman from

the future that |1 was very familiar with.

There was another person, the mysterious voicesfiée to me near the end. | knew I'd heard
that voice before.

| tried to recall who it was, but very quickly lakzed | didn't even need to try.
That was my own voice.

"l see, so that's how it was,"

In that case...

I would have to travel back to that time periodiagdhe time would have to be early morning
on December the 18th, and | had to go with the Asakan and Nagato of this time period.



Only then could the world be restored to its préséate.

Asahina-san would be responsible for bringing nakMagato back to that time period, while
Nagato's mission was to amend her past self, wl@bae astray for the past three days.
Though I wouldn't know whether she would use Hasuybdbwers or the powers of the Integrated
Data Sentient Entity.

| too had a role to play in this as well.

That's what | thought anyway. If | hadn't heard emn voice speaking back then, | wouldn't be
here today. In order to preserve my present exdstdrwould need to go back and say the same
thing to my past self,

"Sorry about that. | have my reasons for not resgybu right away, but don't hate me for it.
After all, it was painful for me as well. Anywaygill take care of the rest. No, | already know
what to do now, and you will as well. So go get ssteep for now."

| repeatedly memorized these lines in my head.'Skdtat | said if | recalled correctly. While |
couldn't guarantee that it'd be correct word fordythe meaning should be the same.

In place of the me who got stabbed by a daggemnieeusing the needle-gun would be my
destined role.

As for the reason why | couldn't save my pastfseth being stabbed by Asakura, | understood
that as well. From the tone of my future self'sceoil didn't sound like | ran over in a hurry. |
must have hidden somewhere nearby before handissaln and Nagato also came out cue on
time. It couldn't be too early, nor could it be tate. | had to wait until | got stabbed by Asakura
Why was that? Because of my past self, that wagsuong that had already happened. To quote
Asahina-san,

"This is a predetermined event,”

It was now late at night, but | wasn't in the meodleep.

| was waiting. Waiting for what, you ask? Of coutseas waiting for the only person among the
people | knew who had yet to visit me. It'd be kejd she didn't come.

I lay in bed and stared at the ceiling all thisdirt was only late in the night, when visiting
hours were long over, that my patience was rewarded

The door to the ward slowly opened, the light fribra corridor revealed the shadow of a tiny
figure on the floor.



Standing there was the figure of the last persarotoe visit me, Nagato Yuki.

As usual, Nagato said without any emotion,

"I am responsible for everything that has happéned.

For some reason, | felt nostalgic at hearing thlmovoice.

"My punishment is currently being assessed."

| lifted my head and asked,

"Assessed by whom?"

"The Integrated Data Sentient Entity."

Nagato said calmly, as though it had all happenesbmeone else instead.

Of course, Nagato had long known she would createleus on the morning of December 18th.
Because | had gone to visit Nagato three yearsvthahe adult Asahina-san. She knew all
along, and she tried her best to prevent it fropplkaing. Yet there was no way to stop the tide.
Sometimes even if you knew what was about to hapgmnjust couldn't avoid it. No, it was

possible to avert it...

| suddenly thought of the behavior and mannerishid¢agato after summer, which were slightly
different from before,

"But," | interrupted her, "If you knew you were ggito go astray three years ago, you could've
told me any time, couldn't you? Whether it wasratte school festival, or before the baseball
tournament. In that case, | would've been ablake taiction earlier in that specific time on
December 18th. Then all that would've needed tddoe would be to call everyone out and
travel back to three years ago again,”

Nagato's expression was as cold as ice, there avdyla smile,

"If I had told you beforehand, my astray self wostdl have been able to erase all your
memories concerning the incident and change th&lwBesides, no one can guarantee that
something that hasn't happened will ever occur.l3ds | could do was to keep you in your
original state when December 18th arrived."

"Didn't you leave an Escape Program for me? Thatmare than enough already!"

As | was thanking her, | began to grow angry. Babkn't angry at Nagato, neither was | angry
at myself.

The blank voice echoed through the walls of thedwar



"l cannot guarantee that | won't go astray agaihénfuture. As long as | continue to exist, my
internal errors will continue to accumulate. ThEasaivery dangerous possibility."

"BULLSHIT! Relay this message for me."
Hearing me swear, Nagato's head tilted back aautéentimeters. She even blinked.
| reached out and grabbed that little white arrhexks. Nagato did not resist.

"Tell this to your boss, so listen carefully. If &eer thinks of letting you disappear, then I'm
going to let all hell break loose. I'm going to geti back, no matter what it takes. | may not
have any powers, but I'm pretty good at provokiragui,"

I did indeed have a trump card in provoking Harétil needed to do was tell her, "My name is
John Smith."

That's right. While my powers were as good as &ssdum, that idiot Haruhi happened to
possess enormous powers. Once Nagato disappearedld tell everything to that girl until she
believed me. And then we would embark on our joymoeerescue Nagato. Even if Nagato's boss
hid her away or eliminated her, Haruhi would alw#ygk of some way to turn the tables, at
least I'd make her think of a way. Who knows, Kamzand Asahina-san may even lend a hand.
By then, who would give a damn about some Datatyeftom some unknown corner of the
universe!? What difference did it make whether thatg existed or not!?

Nagato was our friend. And if someone from the 8df§ade was to go missing, Haruhi would
never let the matter rest. And it wasn't just Nag#tKoizumi, or Asahina-san, or | had suddenly
left, even by our own will, that girl wouldn't gives up so easily. She would resort to anything to
bring us back. That's Suzumiya Haruhi, the pusél§scentered, inconsiderate and troublesome
Queen of the SOS Brigade for you.

| stared furiously at Nagato,

"If your boss even tries to do anything funny, thi#moin up with Haruhi and transform the

world completely. We'll create a world similar teetone in those three days, where you exist but
the Integrated Data Sentient Entity doesn't. I'ne skiey'll be even more disappointed if that
happens. Observation target? Observation my ass!"

My anger intensified as | spoke.

I had no idea how sentient the Integrated Datay{ewas, but he should've been pretty smart. He
was probably one of those that could calculate phé hundred millionth decimal point in just
two seconds and do all sorts of advanced tricks.

If that was true, then | have to tell him something



I'm sure it would be a piece of cake for you guygitve Nagato a more human-like personality.
Before she became a psychotic killer, Asakura wate gpopular in class, not to mention being
open and friendly. She'd even call out some clatssria go shopping together during holidays.
If you could create someone like her, why must geiNagato as a lonely little schoolgirl sitting
and reading a book all by herself in the Literat@heb room? Are you thinking that if her
personality wasn't set that way, then it wouldsd like a Literature Club, that she wouldn't
attract Haruhi's attention? Who made such a decmiyway?

At this point | noticed | was clutching Nagato'siatrongly. Yet the book-loving Interactive
Humanoid Interface did not begrudge me at all.

Nagato simply looked straight at me, and then slowldded her head,
"l will relay the message."
The calm voice then softly added,

"Thank you."

Epilogue

Epilogue

| began to contemplate what | should do next.

The end-of-term assembly was over, and | obtaingdenm report card from Okabe-sensei, thus
my high school life for this year had come to ad.en

Today was December 24th.

The vanished Class 1-9 and its students had afl keseirrected, including Koizumi, who didn't
appear much in this story. Asakura had disappdanedClass 1-5 over half a year ago;
Taniguchi continued his giddy mood of being in Ipthee seat behind me had once again been
occupied by Haruhi; and there was no longer angfidemic in class. When | saw Nagato in
the assembly hall, she wasn't wearing glassest thigeend-of-term assembly, | bumped into the
sisterly duo of Asahina-san and Tsuruya-san, wheediand greeted me simultaneously. | also
confirmed this while on my way to school this moigpi Kouyouen School had now been
restored as a prestigious private girl's schootherrich and famous.



The world had been restored to its original state.

Yet, the choice to keep this world remained with irsgill had to go back with Nagato and
Asahina-san - back to the morning of December 18tHdidn't, the world would never be
restored. Only by going back could restoration bgsfble. The thing is | still hadn't decided
when | should go back. | had yet to explain ak tioi Asahina-san. She'd probably hear it from
her future adult self. | did see her in the past @ays, but | did not mention a single word to her.

"Damn!"

After moaning meaninglessly, | embarked upon theidor leading to the club room complex.
Like a racing car, | would have to follow the gatdeile of coming back to the starting point. It
didn't matter whether | was lagging by two or thiages, that wasn't for me to decide anyway.
The road and the scenery of the first lap anditied fap were the same, yet they carried
different meanings. All | needed to do was to beftd not to get myself eliminated, and safely
reach the finishing point so the checkered flagadbe waved.

...... Forget it, it's pointless trying to say anymo

It was no use trying to justify my actions as itsvavho made the decision to return to this side.
It was different to Haruhi's thoughtless rampag@s, decision was my own free will, | have thus
chosen to be spun around meaninglessly.

In that case, someone needed to carry that redplitysand see things through to the end.

That person wasn't Nagato, it wasn't Haruhi eithet myself.

"Serves me right......
| began to lapse into self-pity and made a cooéptiglidn't matter if someone saw me, since no
one would bother looking anyway. As | was thinkthgt way, | exchanged glances with an
anonymous high school girl who was walking by. Vguyckly she turned her eyes away and
scuttled off. | said softly to her back a greetwigich she probably couldn't even hear,

"Merry Christmas."

If this were the last episode of a soap operayshimite snow crystals would begin falling, and
the protagonist would catch one in his palm andaéxg "Ah!" Or something like that. Looks

like there's no hope of a White Christmas this y&aday's weather sure was surprising, it was
actually a fine day.

As a result, | became one of the main charactetsystander would have already disappeared
into the far corners of the galaxy by now, and bee@ relic of the past.

"So, now what?"



It was only now that | realized this. | really didknow what to do. There's no doubt about it, |
belong here. | realized that long ago. From theldanuhi dragged me to the Literature Club
room and | heard her declare indefinite occupatittine place, | had become part of this bunch
already.

Like the other members of the SOS Brigade, | watdehd on the side actively protecting this
world. No one made me do this, | raised my handobuaty own will.

In that case, there's only one thing | need to do.

It was easier to get up after falling on somethimggead of falling flat on the ground, though
both involve falling. Let me rephrase this, I'lMesto go back and pick up my other self who had
fallen down. From the outcome, | can say it's fgrawn good.

| walked up the stairs while focusing on today'saming activities. Haruhi and Asahina-san
were in charge of buying the ingredients. | wagegahe pain of being a human shopping cart,
thanks to my being hospitalized. | didn't thinksthiad anything to do with Haruhi being
merciful, on the contrary, she's probably keephregrhenu secret until the final moment, where
she'd surprise everyone - that's what | thoughtvayy Maybe she'd even use her experience
from the lone island to hold a cheap and big "Hbitpahe Dark Christmas Party."

| wondered what ingredients were being used. Asiklaras the chef, she'd probably prefer
something stimulating and exciting. Who knows, sfas/ have come up with an experimental
hotpot, never before seen in the history of humasime. Still, no matter what was being boiled
in the pot, it should be edible once cooked. EvaruHi wouldn't be dumb enough to put
something she couldn't digest into the pot. Thatidibe another matter if she had the stomach
of a monster. Haruhi might be eccentric, but I'medwer stomach's made of the same stuff as a
normal human's, right? The only thing beyond hustandards would probably be that brain of
hers.

However, before having the hotpot party, | stillia dress up in a reindeer costume and provide
some sort of entertaining performance. You caréhdmagine how it feels to have to think of
what the show would include.

"Yare yare,"

The sigh of depression that | sealed away justnfasith, had once again come out of my mouth.
Now don't be so picky! They may sound the samewlatt | say may have different meanings if
you interpret it differently.

I gave myself an excuse for reusing this phrasdevtiting a must-do predetermined event
down in the diary in my head.

This predetermined event was something | had tib ldwanted to continue staying in this world.



| have to find a time in the near future to go backl restore the world.

As | approached the club room, | could smell thredfcoming to my nose. That was enough to
make me full. Where did this sense of satisfactiome from? | was supposed to go back to pick
up the mess some time later, yet | was alreadynfgeb satisfied before | even made my move.
Now wasn't | a bit too easy to satisfy!?

Ah well, it's not too bad. Before then,

There was still time. The one in charge of the appen would be the me in the future, though it
was neither the me from the distant future, nomtfeefrom the next moment.

| grabbed the doorknob of the Literature Club rceomd asked the world a question,

Hey, mind if you wait for a while? Before | go backhave you restored, can you just wait a
little longer?

Until after I've tried out Haruhi's hotpot. It sHdo't be too late to go after that, right?

Author's Notes

Author's Notes



In place of my own views, I'm going to write abaume of my memories, so please bear with me.

| had a classmate in sixth grade, who could pretigh be called a genius. He was the leader of
the class, with a bright mind, good family backgrduand he was really good at creating a
cheerful atmosphere for everyone. The reason itisraely popular classmate, with a dazzling
saintly glow above his head, befriended me wasusecave shared the same interests. We both
loved fishing and reading foreign suspense novels.

Whenever the class needed to be split into teamsuld always end up with him, with him

being the team leader, of course. Once, when th@o$evas having a festival, each class was
required to send a representative to perform femthole grade's leisure. Our team was at a loss
on what to perform, as our wits came to an endytdd say, "Let's write a play."” And he would
then begin writing the script. | will never forgedw hard | laughed and even rolled on the floor
when | read that script, | never knew something filmany would exist!

Our performance faithfully kept to his comedic ptriAfter watching our play, the whole sixth
grade laughed, even the teachers were laughingte@or eventually won the gold prize, we
were even given a wooden shield sculpture as ardewaan still vividly remember what sort of
character | was playing.

Later on, we both entered the same junior high.H&utvould go on to enroll in some high school
far away, and followed by some university evenhiartaway.

| kept thinking to myself, could | ever make evargdaugh uncontrollably like he could? | also
wondered whether his script had changed my life....

That thought had taken root in my mind and becanteeched in my memory.

...... Looks like there's still room for more. Migidg well write a second reminiscence.

When | was in high school, | was briefly a membiethe Literature Club. As | was also a
member of another club which | took priority ingduld only go to the Literature Club once a
week. The Literature Club only met on Mondays anyvsance the only members were myself
and a girl one year my senior. When | knocked endior for the first time, | saw her in her



glasses, looking very knowledgeable. That was de member, and also the president of the
Literature Club. | had completely forgotten what apper classman had said to me back then,
she probably never even said a single word.

After joining for a while, we began to work on aipdical published by the club. | really don't
feel like recalling just what | wrote in it, | jukhow that it wasn't novels. | was in charge of the
cover illustration as well, which I'm not keen @talling as well. It wasn't possible to fill up the
pages in the periodical with just the two of ussempai called up some of her friends to write
some articles. Though they were all people | dikimiw, one of their names left a deep
impression on me, to which 1 still remember to téy.

As sempai was approaching third year, she decmedit the club to concentrate on her studies.
At the same time there were five new members commngwasn't too sure why there were that
many coming in. | was having so much fun in thesottiub that | soon stopped going to the
Literature Club.

The next time | saw sempai was on her graduatignidaave no recollection of what we said
then. We probably just had some friendly chatted, #en she faded from my memory. The last
| saw of her was her back as she walked off.

As to what that sempai's name was, | could nevaeneber. She probably doesn't remember my
name as well. But, I'm sure she would still rementbat a person like me existed in her club
back then.

Because | too remember a person like her existéteiclub back then.

...... After wasting the whole Author's Notes sectom two seemingly fictional and inappropriate
reminiscences, | sense how low | must have falleperspective, excavating some old funny
memories was nothing, there were other thingswieaé¢ giving me such a headache that | think
I'm going to collapse......though | realized alhtis would eventually get sorted out, but it was a
useless act, kind of like being a football that Felten into a stream, wondering where the river
would take it. Might as well put my energy someveher

Finally, 1 would like to thank the publishers, eyene involved in the publishing of this book,
and to all readers my most sincere thanks. May eet@gain.

Tanigawa Nagaru



